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PREFACE. 


XN  a  preface  to  a  tranflation  of  ancient  Irifli  poetiy,  the  reader 
will  naturally  expe(fl  to  fee  the  fubject  elucidated  and  enlarged 
upon,  with  the  pen  of  learning  and  antiquity.  I  lament  that  the 
limited  circle  of  my  knowledge  does  not  include  the  power  of 
anfwering  fo  juft  an  expectation  ;  but  my  regret  at  this  circum- 
ftance  is  confiderably  lelTened,  when  I  refledl,  that  had  I  been 
poflefTed  of  all  the  learning  requiiite  for  fuch  an  undertaking,  it 
would  only  have  qualified  me  for  an  imncceflary  foil  to  the 
names  of  O'Conor,  O'Halloran  and  Vallancey. 

My  comparatively  feeble  hand  afpires  only  (Uke  the  ladies  of 
ancient  Rome)  to  ftrew  flowers  in  the  paths  of  thefe  laureled 
champions  of  my  country.  The  flowers  of  earth,  the  terrejlrial 
offspring  of  Phcebus,  were  fcattered  before  the  fleps  of  vidlo- 
rious  War  J  but,  for  triumphant  Genius  are  referved  the  ccelef- 
tial  children  of  his  beams,  the  unfading  flowers  of  the  Mufe. 
To  pluck,  and  thus  to  beftow  them,  is  mine,  and  I  hold  my- 
felf  honoured  in  the  talk. 

a  2  "  The 


"  The  efleem  (fays  Mr.  O'Halloran)  which  mankind  con- 
"  ceive  of  nations  in  general,  is  always  in  proportion  to  the 
"  figure  they  have  made  in  arts  and  in  arms.  It  is  on  this 
"  account  that  all  civilized  countries  are  eager  to  dlfplay  their 
"  heroes,  legiflators,  poets  and  philofophers — and  with  juflice, 
"  fince  every  individvial  participates  in  the  glory  of  his  illuflri- 
"  ous  countrymen." — But  where,  alas,  is  this  thirft  for  national 
glory  ?  when  a  fubjedl  of  fuch  importance  is  permitted  to  a  pen 
like  mine  !  Why  does  not  fome  fon  of  Anak  in  genius  ftep  for- 
ward, and  boldly  throw  his  gauntlet  to  Prejudice,  the  avowed 
and  approved  champion  of  his  country's  lovely  mufe  ? 

It  is  impoflible  for  imagination  to  conceive  too  highly  of  the 
pitch  of  excellence  to  which  a  fcience  muft  have  foared  which 
was  cheriflied  with  fuch  enthufiaftic  regard  and  cultivation  as 
that  of  poetry,  in  this  covintry.  It  was  abfolutely,  for  ages,  the 
vital  foul  of  the  nation  * ;  and  fhall  we  then  have  no  curiofity 
refpedling  the  productions  of  genius  once  fo  celebrated,  and  fo 
prized  ? 

True  it  is,  indeed,  and  much  to  be  lamented,  that  few  of 
the  compofitions  of  thofe  ages  that  were  famed,  in  Irifh  annals, 
for  the  light  of  forig,  are  now  to  be  obtained  by  the  moft  dili- 
gent refearch.  The  greater  number  of  the  poetical  remains  of 
our  Bards,  yet  extant,  were  written  during  the  middle  ages  ; 
periods  when  the  genius  of  Ireland  was  in  its  wane, 

•  See  the  elegant  ami  faitliful  O'Conor  upon  tliis  fubjedl  ;  ( Dijlrtations  on  the 
HiJJory  of  Ireland,  p.  66.)  and  he  is  fupported  by  the  teftimonies  o;  the  mod 
authentic  of  antient  and  modern  hiflorians. 

»  Yet 
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Yet  nill,  not  loft 


"  All  its  orig-inal  bi-ig;htncfs- 


On  the  contrary,  many  of  the  produdllons  of  thofe  times  breathe 
the  true  fpirit  of  poetry,  befides  the  merit  they  poflefs  with  the 
Hiftorian  and  Antiquary,  as  fo  many  faithful  delineations  of 
the  manners  and  ideas  of  the  periods  in  which  they  were  com- 
pofed. 

With  a  view  to  throw  fome  light  on  the  antiquities  of  this 
country,  to  vindicate,  in  part,  its  hiflory,  and  prove  its  claim, 
to  fcicntific  as  well  as  to  military  fame,  I  have  been  induced  to 
undertake  the  following  work.  Befides  the  four  different  ipecies 
of  compofition  which  it  contains,  (the  Heroic  Poem,  the  Ode, 
the  Elegy,  and  the  Song)  others  yet  remain  unattempted  by 
tranflation  : — the  Romance,  in  particular,  v/hich  unites  the 
fire  of  Homer  with  the  enchanting  wildnefs  of  Ariofto.  But 
the  limits  of  my  prefent  plan  have  necefTarily  excluded  many 
beautiful  produdlions  of  genius,  as  little  more  can  be  done, 
within  the  compafs  of  a  fingle  volume,  than  merely  to  give  a 
few  fpecimens,  in  the  hope  of  awakening  a  jufl  and  ufeful  curio- 
fity,  on  the  fubjefl  of  our  poetical  compofitions. 

Unacquainted  with  the  rules  of  tranflation,  I  know  not 
how  far  thofe  rules  may  cenfure,  or  acqviit  me.  I  do  not  pro- 
fefs  to  give  a  merely  literal  verfion  of  my  originals,  for  that  I 
fliould  have  found  an  impoflible  undertaking. — Befides  the  fpirit 
which  they  breathe,  and  which  lifts  the  imagination  far  above 
the  tiunenefs,  let  me  fay,  the  injiijilce^  of  fuch  a  tafk, — there  are 
many  complex  words  that  could  not  be  tranflated  literally,  with- 
out 


ovit  great  injury  to  the   original, — without    being    *'   falle    to    its 
"  fenfe,  and  falfcr  to  its  fame." 

I  AM  aware  that  in  the  following  poems  there  will  fometimes 
be  found  a  famenefs,  and  repetition  of  tliought,  appearing  but 
too  plainly  in  the  Englilli  verfion,  though  icarccly  perceivable  in 
the  original  Irifli,  fo  great  is  the  variety  as  well  as  beauty  pecu- 
liar to  that  language.  The  number  of  fynonima  *  in  which  it 
abounds,  enables  it,  perhaps  beyond  any  other,  to  repeat  the  fame 
thought,  without  tiring  the  fancy  or  the  ear. 

It  is  really  aftonifliing  of  what  various  and  comprehenfive 
powers  this  negledled  language  is  pofTelTed.  In  the  pathetic,  it 
breathes  the  moft  beautiful  and  afFedling  fimplicity ;  and  in  the 
bolder  fpecies  of  compolition,  it  is  diftinguilhed  by  a  force  of 
cxpreflion,  a  fublime  dignity,  and  rapid  energy,  which  it  is 
fcarcely  poffible  for  any  tranflation  fully  to  convey  ;  as  it  fome- 
times fills  the  mind  with  ideas  altogether  new,  and  which,  per- 
haps, no  modern  language  is  entirely  prepared  to  exprefs.  One 
compound  epithet  muft  often  be  translated  by  two  lines  of 
Englifl\  verfe,  and,  on  fuch  occafions,  much  of  the  beauty  is  ne- 
cefTarily  loft ;  the  force  and  effed  of  the  thought  being  weakened 
by  too  flow  an  introduiftion  on  the  mind  ;  juft  as  that  light 
which  dazzles,  when  flafliing  fwiftly  on  the  eye,  will  be  gazed 
at  with  indifference,  if  let  in  by  degrees. 

But,  though  I  am  confcioxis  of  having,  in  many  inftances, 
failed  in  my  attempts  to  do  all  the  juflice  I  wifhed  to  my  origi- 

*  There  are  upwards  of  forty  names  to  exprefs  a  Sl::j>  in  the  Irifh  language,  and 
nearly  an  equal  number  for  a  Hoii/e,  &c. 

nals. 
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lials,  yet  fllll,  fome  of  their  beauties  are,  I  hope,  preferved ;  and 
I  trtift  I  am  doing  an  acceptable  fervice  to  my  country,  while 
I  endeavour  to  refcue  from  oblivion  a  few  of  the  invaluable 
reliques  of  her  ancient  genius  ;  and  while  I  put  it  in  the  power 
of  the  public  to  form  fome  idea  of  them,  by  clothin"-  the 
thoughts  of  our  Irifh  mufe  in  a  language  with  which  they  are 
familiar,  at  the  fame  time  that  I  give  the  originals,  as  vouchers 
for  the  fidelity  of  my  tranilation,  as  far  as  two  idioms  fo  widely 
different  would  allow. 

However  deficient  in  the  powers  requifite  to  fo  important  a 
talk,  I  may  yet  be  permitted  to  point  out  fome  of  the  good  con- 
fequences  which  might  refult  from  it,  if  it  were  but  performed 
to  my  wifhes.  The  productions  of  our  Irifh  Bards  exhibit  a 
glow  of  cultivated  genius, — a  fpirit  of  elevated  heroifm, — fenti- 
ments  of  pure  honor, — inflances  of  difinterefled  patriotifm, — and 
manners  of  a  degree  of  refinement,  totally  aflonifhing,  at  a  period 
when  the  refl  of  Europe  was  nearly  funk  in  barbarifm :  And  is 
not  all  this  very  honorable  to  our  countrymen  ?  Will  they  not  be 
benefited, — will  they  not  be  gratified,  at  the  luflre  refledled  on 
them  by  anceflors  fo  very  different  from  what  modern  prejudice 
has  been  ftudious  to  reprefent  them  ?  But  this  is  not  all. 

As  yet,  we  are  too  little  known  to  our  noble  neighbour  of 
Britain  ;  were  we  better  acquainted,  we  flaould  be  better  friends. 
The  Britifh  mufe  is  not  yet  informed  that  fhe  has  an  elder  fifler 
in  this  ille  ;  let  us  then  introduce  them  to  each  other !  together 
let  them  walk  abroad  from  their  bowers,  fweet  ambafTadreffes  of 
cordial  union  between  two  countries  that  feem  formed  by  nature 

to 
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to  be  joined  by  every  bond  of  interefl,  and  of  amity.  Let  them 
entreat  of  Britain  to  cultivate  a  nearer  acquaintance  with  her 
neighboviring  ifle.  Let  them  conclUate  for  us  her  efteem,  and 
her  afFed;ion  will  follow  of  courfe.  Let  them  tell  her,  that  the 
portion  of  her  blood  which  flows  in  our  veins  is  rather  ennobled 
than  difgraced  by  the  mingling  tides  that  defcended  from  our  heroic 
anceftors.  Let  them  come — but  will  they  anfwer  to  a  voice  like 
mine  ?  Will  they  not  rather  depute  fome  favoured  pen,  to  chide 
me  back  to  the  fliade  whence  I  have  been  allured,  and  where, 
perhaps,  I  ought  to  have  remained,  in  refpe(5l  to  the  memory, 
and  fuperior  genius  of  a  Father — it  avails  not  to  fay  how  dear  ! — 
But  my  feeble  efforts  prefume  not  to  emulate, — and  they  cannot 
injure  his  fame. 

To  guard  agaimi  criticifm  I  am  no  way  prepared,  nor  do  I 
fuppofe  I  Ihall  efcape  it ;  nay,  indeed,  I  do  not  wifli  to  efcape  the 
pen  of  the  candid  critic  :  And  I  would  willingly  believe  that  an 
individual  capable  of  no  offence,  and  pretending  to  no  pre- 
eminence, cannot  poffibly  meet  with  any  feverity  of  criticifm, 
but  what  the  miflakes,  or  the  deficiencies  of  this  performance,  may 
be  jviftly  deemed  to  merit  ;  and  what,  indeed,  could  fcarcely  be 
avoided  by  one  unlTs-illed  in  compofition,  and  now,  with  extreme 
diffidence,  prefenting,  for  the  firft  time,  her  literary  face  to  the 
world. 

It  yet  remains  to  fay  a  few  words  relative  to  the  Tale  which 
is  annexed  to  this  volume  :  for  that  I  had  no  original  ;  the  ftory, 
however,  is  not  my  own  ;  it  is  taken  from  a  revolution  in  the 
hillory   of  ancient  Ireland,  Anno  Mundi   3649.     And  no   where 

will 
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will  the  Mufe  be  furnlflied  with  nobler  fubjecfts  than  that 
negledled  hiftory  affords.  The  whole  reign  of  Ceallachain  is 
one  continued  feries  of  heroifm,  and  high-wrought  honor,  that 
rifes  fuperior  to  all  the  flight  of  Romance,  and  defies  Poet  c  fiible 
to  furpafs  it.  Alfo,  the  reign  of  Brian  Boixoimii,  and  the 
famous  retreat  of  the  glorious  tribe  of  Dalgais  ;  belides  many 
other  inftances  too  nvimerous  for  detail ;  amongft  which  I  felecled 
the  flory  of  Maon,  as  a  fubjed;  more  fuited  to  my  limited  powers, 
than  thofe  which  demand  a  "  Mufe  of  fire,"  to  record  them. 


I  CANNOT  conclude  this  preface  without  the  gratification  of 
acknowledging  the  favours  with  which  I  have  been  honored,  fince 
the  commencement  of  my  work. 

From  the  judgment  and  tafte  of  Dominic ic  Trant,  Efq;  (a 
gentleman  too  well  known  to  need  my  panegyric)  I  have 
received  much  information  and  afliflance. 

To  the  Right  Honorable  the  Countefs  of  Moira  I  am  indebted 
for  fome  valuable  communications  ;  as  alfo  to  the  learned  William 
Beauford,  Efq;  of  Athy  ;  to  Ralph  Ousley,  Efq;  of  Limerick  ; 
and  to  Theophilus  O'Flanagan,  Efq;  of  Trinity  College, 
Dublin. 

To  the  learning  and  public  fpirit  of  Sylvester  O'Hallor.'N, 

Efq;  I  owe  innumerable  obligations  ;  and  Joseph  C.  W  '. lker   Efq; 

has  afforded  every  affiftance  which  zeal,  judgment,  and  extenfive 

knowledge,  could  give. 

b  Besides 
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Besides  the  literary  favours  of  my  friends,  there  are  others 
which  I  cannot  omit  to  acknowledge,  as  they  equally  tend  to 
evince  their  wilhes  for  die  fuccefs  of  this  undertaking. 

The  accomplifhcd  family  of  Castxe-Browne,  in  the  county 
of  Kildare,  have  exerted  all  the  influence  of  tafte,  and  charader, 
to  extend  the  fubfcription  to  this  work.  The  learned  author  of 
the  Historical  Mf.moirs  of  the  Iush  Bards,  and  his  brother, 
Samuel  Walker,  Efq;  late  of  Trinity  College,  Dublin  have  alfo 
been  equally  zealous  and  fucccfsful ;  and  to-  thefe  two  families  I 
am  indebted  for  the  greater  number  of  my  fubfcribers,  in  this 
kingdom.  For  the  reft,  I  am  obliged  to  the  influence  of  the 
Honorable  Juftice  Hrll EN  ;  Dominick  Trant,  Efq;  Richard 
Griffith,  Efq;  the  Reverend  Edw  \rd  Ryan,  D.  D.  the  Re- 
verend T.  B.  Me  a  res,  and  feveral  otlier  friends. 

Amongst  thofe  of  our  fifter  country  who  have  exerted  themfelves 
to  promote  the  fuccefs  of  this  work,  the  liberal  fplrit  of  Willi  am 
Hayley,  Efq;  has  been  moft  particularly  adlive.  From  the  height 
of  his  own  pre-eminence  in  literary  fame,  he  is  ever  ready  to 
reach,  unaflced,  the  voluntary  hand  to  thofe  who  come  to  pay 
their  vows  at  the  ihrine  of  his  favourite  Mufe..  I  have  alfo  the 
fame  obligations  to  the  Reverend  Dodlor  Warner,  the  fon  of 
him  whofe  hiftorical  juftlcc,  fuperior  to  modern  prejudices  fo 
gencroufly  aflertcd  the  dignity  and  charadler  of  Ireland,  in  a  work 
which  muft  ever  refledl  the  highcft  honor  on  the  candoxir,  and 
philanthropy,  as  well  as  the  abilities  of  its  author. 

\rhc 
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printed  without  them.  ] 


SUBSCRIBERS      NA  M  E  S. 

A. 

XvIGHT  Honorable  Lord  VLfcount  Allen, 

Lady  Vifcountefs  Allen. 

Sir  Fitzgerald  Aylmer,  Bart.  M.  P. 

Michael  Aylmer,  Efq;  (Grange.) 

Robert  Alexander,  Efq; 

Reverend  William  Adair,  A.  M.  T.  C.  D. 

James  Arbuckle,  Efq; 

Mrs.  Armftrong. 

Reverend  Mervyn  Archdall,  M.  R.  I.  A. 

B. 

Right  Honorable  Countefs  of  Bedlive. 

Cardinal  Boncompagni,  ( Rome, J 

Honorable  Mrs.  Beresford. 

Wogan  Browne,  Efq;  M.  R.  L  A.  (Cafilc-Browne,)  fix  Copies, 

Mrs.  Browne,  fix  Copies. 

Mifs  Browne,  three  Copies. 

Mifs  Eliza  Browne,  three  Copies. 

b  2  Reverend 


(  xii  ) 

Reverend  John  Buck,  B.  D.  and  M.  R.  I.  A, 

Mrs.  Birch. 

Arthur  Burdett,  Efq;   (Bella-villa.) 

John  Blacliford,  Efq; 

Charles  Buihe,  Efq; 

Allan  Bcllingham,  Efq; 

O'Brien  Bellingham,  Elq; 

William  Bellew,  Efq; 

Benjamin  Ball,  Efq; 

Mrs.  Blake. 

Mrs.  Bendge. 

John  Braine,  Efq; 

Reverend  Matthew  Blacker. 

James  Braddifh,  Efq; 

Reverend  John  Bradfhaw,  A.  M. 

Packenham  Beaty,  Efq; 

Captain  Burrowes,  (London.) 

Alexander  Burrowes,  Efq;  (Fertijborough.) 

Thomas  Burrowes,  Efq;  (Fcrnjhorough.) 

John  Burrowes,  Efq; 

J.  O'Brien,  Efq; 

Reverend  D.  A.  Beaufort,  L.  L.  D.  and  M.  R.  I.  A.. 

John  Birmingham,  Efq; 

Reverend  William  Brooke. 

Henry  Brooke,  Efq;  fix  Copies. 

Thomas  Brooke,  Efq;  fix  Copies. 

Mifs  Brooke,  (Great  George  s-Jlrcet.,  Rutland-fjuare^J  ten  Copies. 

Mr.  Henry  Brooke. 

Alexander 


(  xlli   ) 

Alexander  Bofwell,  Efq; 

Mr.  Patrick  Byrne,  Bookfeller,  fix  Copies, 

Mr.  George  Bonham,  Printer. 


His  Grace  the  Lord  Archbifliop  of  Cafliel,  M.  R.  I.  A, 

Right  Honorable  Lord  Vifcount  Conyngham. 

Right  Honorable  William  Conyngham,  M.  P.  and  M.  R.  I.  A.. 

Right  Honorable  Lord  Chief  Juftice  Carleton.  M.  R.  L  A. 

Mrs.  Carleton. 

John  Philpot  Curran,  Efq;  M.  P.  and  M.  R.  L  A. 

Daniel  Corneille,  Efq; 

Charles  O  Conor,  Efq;  M.  R.  L  A.  (Bdaiiagar.) 

Reverend  Charles  O  Conor,  D.  D.  (Rome.) 

Signior  Abbate  Melchior  Cefarotti,  (Padova.J 

Turner  Camac,  Efq; 

Auftin  Cooper,  Efq; 

John  Cooke,  Efq; 

Thomas  Cobbe,  Efq;  (Newbridge.) 

Mrs.  Crowe,  (KellsJ 

Mifs  Carey,  (Portarlhigton.) 

John  Corry,  Efq; 

Edward  Croker,  Efq; 

Nathaniel  Cairnes,  Efq; 

Walter  Kavanagh,  Efq; 

John  Clarke,  Efq; 

Mifs  Cuthbert. 

D.  Righc 


(     xlv     ) 

D. 

Right  Honorable  Lord  Donogumore,  M.  R.  I.  A, 

Right  Honorable  Lord  Doneraile. 

Right    Reverend    Lord   Bifhop    of    Dromore,    F.  R.  S.    and 

M.  R.  I.  A.   two  Copies. 
Right  Honorable  Lord  Vifcount  Delvin,  M.  R.  I.  A. 
Anthony  Dopping,  Efq;  (Low-town, J 
Major  Doyle,  M.  P. 
Reverend  Dive  Downes,  D.  D. 
Arthur  Dawfon,  Efq;  M.  P. 
Mrs.  Daniel. 

Malachy  Donnelan,  Efq; 
Hugh  Dickfon,  Efq; 
Robert  Douglas,  Efq;  tw^o  Copies. 
Charles  Duffin,  Efq; 
Mr.  Sylvefter  Dempfey,  (Kells.) 
Matthew  Donnelan,  Efq; 
John  De  Courcy,  Efq; 
Counfellor  Difney,  (Bray.) 


Right  Honorable  Lord  Earlsfort,  M.  R.  L  A. 

Lady  Earlsfort. 

Mrs.  Efmond. 

Mrs.  Eccles. 

Daniel  Eccles,  Efq;  (Eccles-ville.) 

Ifaac 


(       XV 


Ifaac  Eccles,  Efq; 
Gafper  Erck,  Efq; 
Richard  Eaton,  Efq; 
Reverend  George  Evans. 


F. 


Lady  Fingal. 

John  Bourke  O'Flaherty,  Efq;  M.  P.  and  L.  L.  D. 

Major  Fitzgerald. 

Mrs.  Fitzgerald,  (Killbegs.) 

Major  Ffolliott. 

Theophilus  O'Flanagan,  Efq;  A.  B.   T.  C.  D. 

Mrs.  Fox. 

Anthony  Fergufon,  Efq; 

Mifs  Ferrar,  (Limerick.) 

Mrs.  Frazier,  (Waterford.) 

Charles  Faucett,  Efq; 

Mr.  James  Forbes. 

Mrs.  Anne  Forbes. 

Mrs.  Sarah  Forbes. 

G. 

Richard  Griffith,  Efq;  M.  P.  an4  M.  R.  I.  A.  (MiUicent.) 
Mrs.  Griffith. 
Mrs.  Griffith,  fen. 
Mrs.  Gordon,  (Clonmd.) 
Reverend  P.  Gouldfbury. 

Richard 


(     xvi     ) 

Richard  Gough,  Efq;  V.  P.  Antiq.  Soc,  London. 

Mrs.  Guy. 

Mrs.  St.  George,  two  Copies. 

John  Geale,  Efq; 

Mr.  Thomas  B.  Gaugh. 

H. 

Honorable  Juflice  Helkn,  M.  R,  I.  A. 

Mrs.  Hellen. 

William  Hayley,   Efq;  (Eartham^  Siijfcx.) 

Sylvefter  O'Halloran,  Efq;  M.  R.  I.  A.  (Limerick.) 

Thomas  Hacket,  Efq;  two  Copies. 

Mifs  Hacket. 

Edward  Hill,  Efq;  M.  D. 

Mrs.  Hamilton,  (Killilea  Cajlle.) 

Mrs.  Holloway. 

Mrs.  F.  Hamilton. 

Richard  Hornedge,  Efq; 

James  HulTey,  Efq; 

Mrs.  Hamilton,  (Annc-brook.) 

Edward  Hodfon,  Efq; 

Leonard  Hodfon,  Efq; 

Richard  Hickes,  Efq;  (London.) 

Henry  Hugh  Hoare,  Efq; 

Mrs.  Hugh  Hoare. 

Charles  Hoare,  Efq; 

Mrs.  Hughes. 

Mrs. 


(     xvii     ) 

Mrs.  G.  Hamilton. 

James  Edward  Hamilton,  Efq;  (London.) 

I. 

Right  Honorable  Theophilus  Jones,  M.  P. 

William  Todd  Jones,  Efq;  M.  P. 

Francis  Ifdall,  Efq; 

Eyles  Irwin,  Efq;  (Bei/eview,  County  Fermanagh.) 

Mrs.  Irwin. 

Reverend  Mr.  Johnfon,  (Shrew/bury.) 

Mrs.  Irwin,  (Kentjield,  County  Galway.) 

Reverend  Thomas  Jamefon. 

Jofeph  Jamefon,  Efq; 

K. 

Lord  Killeen. 

Countefs  Kollowrath,  (Prague.) 

Reverend  Walter  Blake  Kirwan. 

Right  Honorable  Juftice  Kelly. 

Mark  Kerr,  Efq; 

Brien  Pavil  Lynch  De  Killy-kelly,  (B'dboa.) 

John  Kelly,  Efq; 

Mr.  James  King,  two  Copies. 


L.  Right 


(     '^vili     ) 

L. 

Right  Honorable  Lord  Loftus. 

Right  Honorable  Lord  Longford,  two  Copies. 

Lady  Longford,  two  Copies. 

Right  Reverend  Lord  Biflaop  of  LandafF. 

Reverend  Edward  Ledwich,  L.  L.  D.  and  F.  S  A. 

I\lrs.  Langlcy,  (London.) 

John  Leefon,  Ffq; 

P.  Lattin,  Efq;  (MorriJIoivn)  three  Copies. 

]\''rs.  Peter  La  Touche,  two  Copies. 

William  Lloyd,  Efq; 

Mrs.  S.  Lynam. 

]\'!rs.  L'Eflrange. 

Mifs  Lennox. 

IVIrs.  John  La  Touche. , 

]\^rs.  Litton. 

IViifs  Letablere. 

Mrs.  Leigh. 

John  Leech,  Efq; 

William  Long,  Efq; 

Michael  Lewis,  Efq; 

M.. 

General  MafTey. 

Signior  Giovanni  Marfigli,  P.  P.  di  Botanica,  (Padova.) 

Mrs 


(     xlx     ) 

Mrs.  Mauvillon,  (London.) 

Alexander  Marfden,  Efq;  M.  R.  I.  A. 

Mifs  Marfden. 

William  Marfden,  Efq;  L.  L.  D.     F.  R.  S.    and   M.  R.  I.  A. 

two  Copies. 
George  Maunfel,  Efq;  (Limerick.) 
Mrs.   Maunfell,  (Corville.) 
John  Thomas  Munfell,  Efq; 
Samuel  Malcolm,  Efq;  (London.) 
Mrs.  Macquay. 
J.  Macartney,  Efq; 

Reverend  Thomas  Burrowes  Meares,  (Ballycorkey.) 
Cornet  Whitney  Mackean. 
Mr.  James  Moore,  Bookfeller,  fix  Copies. 

N. 

Sir  William  G.  Newcomen,  Bart. 

Lady  Newcomen. 

Count  Frederick  Noflitz,  (Prague.) 

Mifs  Anne  M'Neven,  (Prague.) 

Mifs  Biddy  M'Neven,  (Prague.) 

William  James  M'Neven,  Efq;  M.  D.  (Dublin.) 

Richard  Neville,  Efq;  M.  P. 

Chriftopher  Nangle,  Efq; 

John  Nefbitt,  Efq;  (London.) 

Arnold  Nefbitt,  Efq;  (London^) 

Mr.  Thomas  Neil. 

c  2  O.  Ralph 


(       XX       ) 

O. 

Ralph  Oufeley,  Efq;  M.  R.  I.  A.  C Limerick.) 
Cornet  William  Oufeley. 
James  Ormfby,  Efq; 
Aixhibald  Ormflon,  Efq; 


Mrs.  Pollock. 

Mifs  Hannah  Pettigrew. 


P. 


R. 


Right  Honorable  Earl  of  Rofs. 

Honorable  Mrs.  Roper. 

George  Romney,  Efq;  (London.) 

James  O'Reilly,  Efq; 

Reverend  Edward  Ryan,  D.  D. 

Mrs.  Ryan. 

Mrs.  O'Riclly. 

Mrs.  Rawlins. 

Brien  Rielly,  Efq; 

Thomas  Roberts,  Efq; 

Robert  Roberts,  Efq; 

Mr.  Samuel  Ruffell. 

J.  Ritfon,  Efq;  (Cray  s- Inn,  London.) 

Stephen 


(     xxi     ) 


Stephen  Edward  Rice,  Efq; 
Reynolds,  Efq; 

S. 

Right  Honorable  Lord  Vifcount  Sackville. 

Cardinal  G.  Salviati,  (Rome. J 

Bowen  Southwell,  Efq; 

John  Scanlan,  Efq; 

Nathaniel  Nefbit  Smith,  Efq; 

Mifs  Seward,  (Utchfield.) 

Mifs  SifTon. 

Mrs.  Stannard. 

Reverend  William  Sandford. 

Samuel  Stock,  Efq; 

Whitley  Stokes,  Efq;  F.  T.  C.  D.  and  M.  R.  LA. 

William  Stokes,  Efq; 

Reverend  Gabriel  Stokes. 

John  Stewart,  Efq; 

Mrs.  Charlotte  Smith,  (Middle/ex.) 

John  Sargent,  Efq; 

Edward  Smith,  Efq; 

John  Smith,  Efq; 

Mr.  John  Strangman. 

Mrs.  Mary  C.  Strangman. 

Mr.  WilHam  Sleater. 


T.  Lady 


(     xxii     ) 

T. 

Lady  Tuite,  (Sojuia,)  fix  Copies. 

Lady  Tynte. 

Dominick  Trant,  Efq;  M.  R.  I.  A.  fix  Copies. 

Mrs.  Trant,  fix  Copies. 

Granville  Temple,  Efq; 

Mrs.  Trotter. 

Mrs.  CafTandra  Travers. 

Daniel  Ti'acey,  Efq; 

Richard  Turner,  Efq;  (Cajlle-Caiilfidd.) 

Mrs.  Tuke. 

George  Tandy,  Efq; 

Charles  Thefiger,  Efq;  (London.) 

John  Thompfon,  Efq ; 

Marmaduke  Taylor,  Efq; 

Mifs  Taylor,  (Lewes,  Sujfex.) 

Mifs  Tcnnifon. 

V. 

Colonel  Charles  Vallancey,  F.  R.  S.  and  M.  R.  I.  A. 
II  Propofto  Curzlo  di  Marchefi  Vcnuti,  (Cortona.) 

W. 

Solicitor  General  Wolfe,  M.  P.  and  M.  R.  I.  A. 
Right  Reverend  Lord  Bifliop  of  Waterford,  M.  R.  I.  A. 
Nicholas  Weftby,  Efq;  M.  P. 


Mrs. 


(     xxiil     ) 

Mrs.  Wade. 

Robert  Watfon  Wade,  Efq;  M.  R.  L  A. 

Jofeph  C.  Walker,  Efq;  M.  R.  I.  A. 

Samuel  Walker,  Efq;  A.  B. 

Peter  Walfli,   Efq; 

Charles  Wilde,  Efq; 

John  Wetherall,  Efq; 

Rogers  Wetherall,  Efq; 

John  Wolfe,  Efq;  M.  P.  and  M.  R.  I.  A. 

Reverend  Mr.  Walfli. 

]V!r.  James  Richard  Walfli,  (Irljh  College,  Rome,) 

Thomas  Walker,  Ffq; 

Matthew  Weld,  Efq; 

Mrs.  Mary  Wefl:. 

Reverend  John  Warner,  D.  D. 

Samuel  Whyte,  Efq; 

Mr.  William  Wilfon. 


Right  Honorable  Lord  Chief  Baron  Yelvertx)!!. 

Mrs.  Yelverton. 

John  Young,  Efq; 

Reverend  Matthew  Young,  D.  D.    F.  T.  C.  D.  and  M.  R.  I.  A. 


CONTENTS. 


O       N       T       E       N       T       S. 


HEROIC        POEMS. 

Page 
An  Introductory  Dtfcourfe  to  the  Poem  of  Conlocb.     By  Sylvejler  7 

O'Halloran,  Efq;  M.  R,  I.  A.  -  -  _        i      "^ 

I.   Conloch         ------  9 

I  I'L  ioi'^-E^     —  Original  of  ditto         _--  _  --265 

Tbe   Lamentation    of  CiicuUen    over   the  Body    of  his   Son    1 

r     -4 
Conloch  -  -_-_  _  -^^ 

7  2,  ;'<''>e^  .  —   Original  of  ditto  ~  -  -  -  -  269 

II.  Magnus  the  Great  -  -  -  -  37 
j  Cj  {y    /iluij  —  Original  of  ditto          _-_               -               --271 

III.  The  Chafe         -  -  -  _  -  73 
3  34    '^"■'      —   Original  of  ditto          -              -              -               -            -             278 

IV.  Moira  Borb         -  -  -  -  -  121 
//>6   ^^'^^'     —  Original  of  ditto         -                   -              -              --288 

ODES. 


(       XXV       ) 

O  D  E  s. 

An  Introdu£lory  Dlfcourfe  to  the  War  Ode  _  _  ^^^'^ 

battle  of  Gabhra  -  _  _  [iji 

'"■■-■     '    '^  ditto  -  . 

296 

165 

298 


,  ^JUIUC    OJ       hrd 

t^tUUsLs  _   Original  of  dii 

H.    Ode  to  Gaul,   the  Sou  of  Morni 
72-—     —  Original  of  ditto  -  _  _  ~  "  ^% 


III.   0.k    byFit.gerald,  written  on  his  fetting  out  on  a  Voyage 
to  iipain  -  _  _  -^  ° 

—  Original  of  ditto 

ELEGIES. 

I.   Elegy  to  the  Daughter  of  Owen 

—  Original  of  ditto 

II.    Elegy 

—  Original  of  ditto 

HI.    Elegy 

—  Original  of  ditto  _  _ 

IV.   Elegy  on  the  Death  of  John  Burke  Carrentryle,   Efq;      -  ^  i " 

—  Original  of  ditto  -  _  '  ^ 

309 

V.   Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Carolan 

—  Original  of  ditto         -  ^ 

311 

^  SONGS. 


■  iS'i 
300 


191 

304 

200 
306 

208 


(     xxvi     ) 


SONGS. 

Page 

Thoughts  on  Irl/Jj  Song           -                -                -  -              229 

I.   Song,  for  Gi'acey  Niigeut.      By  Ccirolan     -  -           -          2^6 

—  Original  of  ditto       -              -              -              -  -              315 

II.  Song,  for  Mable  Kelly.     By  Carolan          -  -          -          250 

—  Original  of  ditto          -              -              -              _  _                  316 

III.  Song.     By  Patrick  Linden               -                 -  -               255 
■ —    Original  of  ditto         -              -              -              -  -318 

rV.  T'hc  Maid  of  the  Valley       -            -              -  -                 259 

—  Original  of  ditto          -               -               -               »  "3^9 


IRISH        TALE. 

IntroduSlion         -  -  -  -  -  '  'i'^S 

M'don  :    An  Iri/lj  Tale  -  -  -  -  -  ^t,i 


HEROIC      POEMS. 


R         R         A         '^ 


P.„.  .  6,  nn.  ..,  AConal-cearach.  ...  Conall-cearnach. 
U    6^,nne     5,  >  mighty,  r...conq'nng. 
T^    (-    8.,  //-     "^  of  the  note,  for  Cu.al,  .../ Cumhal. 
||       ^  ,69,  //-  X4  -/  ^lofih.  .ou,  fir  DAVE.,  .-.W  DAV..S. 
^   l^,%S'lh:e     ^,for^ov.;  readh\o.v. 
U20i,ll.e     8,>rThat,  WHad. 
^•333,  /;>;.     i,>'-th=''^'  ,Wthm. 
L.    ',-in,  line  2Z,  fir  ih^,  r^^dh.r. 
^  340,  hne     2,  f0T/»rrf,  ««</ force. 


I. 


C       O       N       L       O       C       H 


POEM. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

/  HAVE  not  been  able  to  d'tfcovcr  the  Author  of  the  Poem  of 
CoNLOCH,  7ior  can  I af certain  the  exaEl  time  in  ivhich  it  was  ivritten; 
but  it  is  impofible  to  avoid  afcribing  it  to  a  very  early  period^  as 
the  language  is  fo  much  older  than  that  of  any  of  my  Originals^ 
(the  War  Odes  excepted^)  and  quite  different  from  the  fiyle  of  thofe 
Pieces  which   are  known  to   be  the  compofitions  of  the  middle  ages. 

With  equal  pride  and  pleafure,  I  prefix  to  it  the  following  Intro- 
dudlion,  and  regard  it  as  an  ornament  and  an  honor  to  my  ivork. 
For  many  other  valuable  communications,  I  am  alfo  indebted  to  Mr. 
O'Halloran;  and  am  happy  in  this  opportunity  of  returning  my  public 
acknowledgments  for  the  kind  zeal  -with  which  he  has  qffifed  me 
in  the  courfe  of  my  undertaking;  beftdes  the  information  ivhich  (in 
common  with  his  other  admiring  readers)  I  have  received  from  his 
inejiimable  Introdudlion  to  the  Hiflory  and  Antiquities  of  Ireland; 
a  "work  fraught  "with  learning,  rich  with  the  treafures  of  ages, 
and  animated  by  the  very  foul  of  Patriotifm,   and  genuine  Honor  I 
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INTRODUCTORY       DISCOURSE 
TO      THE 

POEM       OF       C    0    N    L     0     C    H. 

By    SYLVESTER    O'HALLORAN,    Efq;    M.R.LA. 


iJLAD  the  ancient  hiflory  and  language  of  Ireland  been 
regarded  in  the  very  important  light  which  both  moll  alTuredly 
merit,  our  accounts  of  the  Laws,  Cuftoms,  Legiflation  and 
Manners  of  the  early  CeltJe  would  not  now  be  fo  imperfedl  and 
confufed ;  nor  would  modern  writers  prefume  fo  flatly  to  contra- 
dict the  facls  recorded  of  them  by  tlie  ancient  Greek  and  Roman 
hiftorians.  But  this  is  not  the  place  to  expatiate  on  fo  interefbing 
a  fubject :  As  an  introdudlion  to  the  following  Poem,  I  fhall 
only  fay  a  few  words  relative  to  the  antiquity  of  Chivalry  in 
Europe. 

B  2  It 
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It  is  a  fadl  unanimoufly  fubfcribed  to,  that  the  cuftom  of 
creating  Knights  in  Europe  originated  not  from  the  Romans,  but 
amongft  the  Cdtx  themfelves.  The  Romans,  wherever  they 
carried  their  arms,  waged  war  againft  arts  and  fcicnces,  as  well 
as  againft  mankind;  and  hence  it  partly  proceeds  that  our  ac- 
counts of  the  greateft  nations  of  antiquity  are  now  fo  meagre 
and  mutilated.  The  ancient  Celtx  were  amongft  the  number  of 
thofe  ftatcs  that  experienced  this  fad  truth ;  for  though  the  early 
Greeks  confefs  how  much  they  were  indebted  to  them  for  Letters 
and  Philofophy,  though  Paufanias  bears  teftimony  to  their  Knights, 
and  though  Ccefar — an  eye  witnefs — confefles  tliat  thefe  Knights 
were  the  fecond  order  amongft  the  Gavils ;  yet,  becaufe  the  fuc- 
ceeding  Romans  were  fo  induftrious  in  the  deftrudlion  of  their 
records,  that  fcarce  a  trace  remains  behind,  our  writers  of  the 
prefent,  and  of  the  two  laft  centuries,  agree  that  the  firft  infti- 
tution  of  chivalry  in  Europe  was  about  the  time  of  the  croifades. 
But  though  all  the  other  nations  in  Europe  were  overrun,  and 
of  courfe  their  annals  dcftroyed,  yet  Ireland  ftill  remained  free 
and  independent,  receiving  into  her  foftering  arms  the  diftrefled, 
and  the  profcribcd  of  Britain  and  of  the  Continent.  Here  did  thofe 
Arts  and  Sciences  flourifli,  which  tberc  were  annihilated  by  war 
and  rapine  ;  and  bcre  it  is  that  Pezron,  Menage,  Bochart,  Aldrite, 
&c.  fhould  have  appealed  for  a  fatisfadlory  explanation  of  the 
feodal  laws  and  cuftoms  ;  the  want  of  which  has  led  them  to 
reprefcnt  their  early  anceftors  as  a  rude  and  illiterate  people, 
(notwithftanding  the  fulleft  Greek  and  Roman  teftimonies  to  the 
contrary,)  and  that  the  feodal  fyftcm   and   military  tenures  were 

inftituted, 
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inftituted,  for  the  frjl  time,  after  the  expulfion  of  the  Romans  from 
Gaul;  whereas  thefc,  as  well  as  chivalry,  flouriflied  among  the 
Celtx  in  thofe  days  of  polltenefs  and  erudition,  which  long  pre- 
ceded the  conquells  in  Gaul,  and  were  always  in  force  in 
Ireland. 

With   us    chivalry   flouriflied    from   the    remotefl:    antiquity: 
there  were  five  orders  of  it ;  four  for  the  provinces,  and  one  con- 
fined   to    the    blood-royal;     and   fo    highly    was    tliis    profeflion 
refpec^ed  among  us,  that  a  Prince  could  not  become  a  candidate 
for  the  monarchy,  who  had  not  the  Gradh-Gaoisge,  or  order 
of  Knighthood,  conferred  upon  him.    At  a  very  tender  age,  the 
intended  cavalier  had  a  golden  chain  hung  round  his  neck,  and 
a  fword  and  ipear  put  into  his  hands.    At  fcven  years  old  he  was 
taken   from  the    care  of   the  women,    and  deeply  inftruc'led  in 
Philofophy,    Hiftory,     Poetry     and    Genealogy.       The    ufing    his 
Weapons  with  judgment,  elegance  and  addrefs,   was  alfo  carefully 
attended  to ;  principles   of  Morality   were  feduloully   inculcated, 
and  a  reverence  and   tender  refped  for  the  Fair,  completed  the' 
education  of  the  young   hero.     By  his  vows  he  was  obliged  to 
protea  and  redrcfs   the  injured  and  the  oppreifed.     He  was  not 
to  reveal  his  name  or  his   country  to  any   uncourteous  Knight, 
who  feemed  to  demand  it  as  a  right.     He   was  not  to   go  out  of 
his  road  for  any  menace.     He  could  not  decline  the  combat  with 
any  knight,  how  intrepid  foever.     And  ilill  further  to  fliew  to 
what  a  pitch  of   elevation  they  carried  their  ideas   of  military 
glory;  even  in  death,  they  were  to   face  this  dearoyer  of  man- 
kind, 


(      6      ) 

kind,  armed,  and  ready  to  oppofe  force  to  force.  This  is  fo  true, 
that  on  Cuchullin's  being  mortally  wounded  at  the  battle  of 
Muirthievne,  he  had  his  back  placed  againfl  a  rock,  with  his 
fword  and  fpear  in  his  hands,  &c.  And  Eogain-more,  after  the 
battle  of  Lena,  was  laid  out  completely  armed,  as  our  hiflory 
has  recorded.  Sec  alfo  how  thefe  accounts  illuftrate  later  periods  : 
De  Saint Palaye,  in  his  Memoirs  of  Ancient  Chivalry,  tells  us, 
that  always,  on  the  deceafe  of  a  Knight,  he  was  laid  out  in  com- 
plete armour.  And  Hume  mentions  an  Englifli  Knight,  who, 
dying,  ordered  himfelf  to  be  armed,  with  his  lance  and  fword 
by  him,  as  if  ready  to  encounter  death  !  The  Chevalier  Bayard, 
one  of  the  brave  ft  and  moft  accompliflied  Knights  of  France, 
dining  the  reign  of  Francis  the  firft,  finding  himfelf  mortally 
woxnided  in  battle,  ordered  his  attendants  to  place  his  back  againft 
a  tree,  with  his  fword  in  his  hand,  and  died  tlivis  facing  his  con- 
quering, though  commiferating,  enemies. 

The  hiftory  of  the  following  Poem  is  briefly  this  : — In  the  reign 
of  Conor  Mac-NefTa,  King  of  Ulfter,  (about  the  year  of  the  world 
3950)  Ireland  abounded  in  heroes  of  the  moft  fliining  Intrepidity  ; 
infbmuch  that  they  were  all  over  Europe,  by  way  of  eminence, 
called  the  Heroes  of  the  Western  Isle.  Amongft  thefe  were 
Cuchullin,  the  fon  of  Sualthach ;  Conal-cearach,  and  tlie  three 
fons  of  Uifneach,  Naoife,  Ainle,  and  Ardan,  all  coufins- 
german.  Cuchullin,  in  one  of  his  continental  expeditions,  re- 
turning home  byway  of  Albany,  or  modern  Scotland,  fell  in  love, 
at    Dun-Sgathach,    with  the    beautiful    Aife,    daughter  to  Aird- 

genny. 


(      7      ) 

genny.  The  affairs  of  his  country  calling  him  home,  he  left 
the  lady  pregnant ;  but,  on  taking  leave,  he  diredled,  in 
cafe  his  child  fliould  be  a  fon,  to  have  him  carefully  brought  up 
to  arms,  at  the  academy  of  Dun-Sgathach :  He  gave  her  a  chain 
of  gold  to  be  put  round  his  neck,  and  dciired  that  he  lliould  be 
fent  to  Ulfter,  as  foon  as  his  military  {Indies  were  completed,  and 
that  he  fhould  there  recognize  him  by  means  of  the  golden  chain. 
He  alfo  left  the  following  injundlions  for  his  condudl :  That  he 
fhould  never  reveal  his  name  to  a  foe  ;  that  he  fliould  not  give  the 
way  to  any  man,  who  feemed  to  demand  it  as  a  right ;  and  that 
he  fhould  never  decline  the  fingle  combat  with  any  Knight  vmder 
the  fun. 

The  youth  (his  edvication  completed,)  came  to  Ireland  to  feek 
his  father;  but  it  appears  that  he  arrived  in  armour;  a  manifeft 
proof,  according  to  the  etiquette  of  thofe  days,  that  he  came 
with  an  hoftile  intention,  and  to  look  for  occafions  to  fjgnalize 
his  valour.  On  his  approaching  Emania,  the  royal  refidence  of 
the  Ulfler  Kings,  and  of  the  Croabh-riiadh,  or  Ulfler  Knights, 
Conor  fent  a  herald  to  know  who  he  was  ?  A  direcfl  anfwer,  and 
he  armed,  would  have  been  improper  ;  it  would  have  been  an 
acknowledgment  of  timidity  :  In  fhort,  the  queflion  was  only 
a  challenge ;  and  his  being  afked  to  pay  an  eric,  or  tribute,  im- 
plied no  more  than  that  he  fliould  confefs  the  fuperiority  of  the 
Ulfler  Knights.  On  his  refufal  to  anfwer  the  queflion,  Cuchullin 
appeared:  they  engaged,  and  the  latter,  hard  prefled,  threw  a 
fpear,  with  fuch  diredion  at  the  young  hero,  as  to  wound  him 

mortally. 


(     s     ) 

niortally.  The  dying  youtli  then  acknowledged  hinifelf  his  fon, 
and  that  he  fell  in  obedience  to  the  injvmcflions  of  his  mother. 
It  appears,  however,  from  the  poem,  that  when  CuchuUin  left 
her  thofe  injundlions,  he  was  far  from  expedting  that  his  fon 
fliould  have  put  them  in  force  upon  his  arrival  in  Ireland.  On 
the  contrary,  it  appears  the  effect  of  jealoufy  in  the  lady,  and  of 
revenge,  hoping  that  Cuchullin  (now  advanced  in  years)  might 
himfelf  fall  in  the  conflicft ;  for,  though  a  gallant  and  mod  in- 
trepid knight,  yet  our  hiftory  proves  that  he  was  by  no  means 
conflant  in  his  attachments  to  the  fair. 

As  to  the  numbers  of  knights  engaged  and  vanquiflied  by 
Conloch,  previous  to  his  conflidl  with  Cuchullin,  it  is  all  poetic 
fidlion,  to  raife  the  chara(fters  of  the  two  heroes.  Even  Conall- 
Cearnach,  Mafter  of  the  Ulfter  Knights,  is  made  to  fubmit  to 
Conloch,  who  then  falls  the  greater  vidim  to  the  glory  of  liis 
own  father. 


CONLOCH 


O        N        L        O        C        H 


O        E        M\ 


C/ONLOCH,  haughty,  bold,   and  brave, 

Rides  upon  lerne's  wave ! — 

Fhifli'd  with  loud-applauding  fame, 

From  Dunfcaik's  walls  he  came  ; 

Came  to  vifit  Erin's  coaft  ; 

Came  to  prove  her  mighty  Hoft ! 

C  Welcome, 


^  It  is  feared  the  meafure  chofen  for  the  tranflation  of  this  Poem,  may  appear 
greatly  out  of  rule  :  but,  in  truth,  I  tried  feveral  others,  and  could  fuccced  in  none 
but  this.  I  am  confcious  that  the  meafure  of  an  irregular  Ode  is  not  ftri£lly  fuited 
to  an  Heroick  Poem  ;  the  reader,  however,  as  he  advances,  will  perhaps  find  reafon  to 
acquit  me  ;  as  he  will  perceive  that  the  variety  in  the  fubjefl,  required  a  variety  in  the 
meafure ;  it  is  much  too  animated  for  the  languid  flow  of  Elegy,  and  too  much 
broken  by  paflion  for  the  (lately  march  of  Heroicks  : — at  leafl  it  exceeded  my  limited 
powers  to  transfufe  into  either  the  fpirit  of  my  original. 


(      lo      ) 

Welcome,  O  yotith  of  the  intrepid  mien. 

In  glittering  armour  dreft ! 
Yet,  thus  to  fee  thee  come,  I  ween, 

Speaks  a  ftray'd  courfe,  illxiflriotis  Guefl  •> ! 

But  now,  that  fafe  the  Eaftern  gale 
Has  given  thee  to  our  view  ; 
Recount  thy  travels,  give  the  high  detail 
Of  thofe  exploits  from  whence  thy  glory  grew. 

Do  not,  like  others  of  Albania's  land, 
Reject  our  fair  demand  ; 
Nor  from  its  fheath  the  fword  of  conqueft  call. 

To  caufe  thy  youth,  like  theirs,  to  fall  : 
Should'ft  thou,  like  them,  with  frultlefs  pride,  delay 
The  ufual  tribute  of  the  bridge  to  pay. 

"  If  fuch,  (the  youth  replied)  ere  while, 
"  Has  been  the  pradlice  of  your  worthlefs  Ifle  %• 
"  Yet  never  more  a  Chief  fhall  it  difgrace, 
"  For  this  right  arm  fhall  your  proud  Law  efface." 

Thus 

''  It  is  here  evident  that  the  Herald  only  affects  to  miftake  the  meaning  of  Conloch's 
martial  appearance,  with  a  view,  perhaps,  to  engage  him  to  change  his  intention  j 
or,  poffibly,  through  politenefs  to  a  Stranger,  he  would  not  fcem  to  think  him  an 
enemy,  until  he  had  pofitively  declared  himfelf  fuch.  But,  be  this  as  it  may,  wc 
cannot  avoid  perceiving  the  extreme  elegance  and  delicacy  with  which  the  Herald 
addreil'es  him,  and  makes  his  demand. 

'  The  fiercencfs  of  this  reply  plainly  denotes  the  imprcfTion  which  Conloch  had 
received  of  Ireland,  from  the  jealoufy  and  refentment  of  his  Mother,  and  that  he 
came  firmly  purpofed  to  evince  it  by  all  his  anions. 


(  "  ) 

Thus,  while  he  fpoke,  colleding  all  his  might, 
Fierce  he  addreft  his  conquering  arms  to  fight ; 
No  ftop,  no  flay  his  furiovis  faulchion  found, 
Till  his  dire  hand  an  hundred  warriors  bound : 
Vanquilh'd  they  funk  beneath  his  dreadful  fway, 
And  low  on  earth  their  bleeding  glories  lay. 

Then  Conor  ^  to  his  blufhing  hoft  exclaim'd, 

"  Of  all  our  Chiefs,  for  feats  of  prowefs  fam'd, 

"  Is  there  not  one  our  glory  to  reflore  ? 

"  So  cold  is  then  become  our  martial  heat, 

"  That  none  will  dare  yon  haughty  youth  to  meet, 

"  His  name  and  errand  to  explore, 
"  The  flaughter  of  his  dreadful  arm  reflrain, 
"  And  force  his  pride  its  purpofe  to  explain !" 

'Twas  then  the  kindling  foul  of  Conall '  rofe, 
Victorious  name  !  the  terror  of  his  foes  ! 
His  threatening  arm  aloft  the  hero  rais'd, 
And  in  his  grafp  the  deadly  faulchion  blaz'd ! 

Secure  of  conqueft,  on  he  moved, 
The  youthful  foe  to  meet ; 
But  there  a  force,  till  then  unknown,  he  proved ! 
Amazed  we  faw  the  flrange  defeat ; 

C  2  We 

*  Conor  Mac-Nefl"a,  King  of  ITJflcr. 

'  Conall  Cearnach,    Mafter  of   the   Ulfter    Knights,    coufin-german   and   intimate 
friend  to  Cu;u!lin. 


(       12      ) 

We  faw  our  Champion  bound ; 
Subdued  beneath  fierce  Conloch's  arm  he  lay ; 
No  more,  as  erft,  to  boaft  unvanqulflied  fway, 
A  name,  till  then,  for  vidlory  ftill  renown'd. 

"  Quick  let  a  rapid  courier  fly ! 
(Indignant  Aulifte  cried,) 
"  Quick  with  the  fliameful  tidings  let  him  hie, 
"  And  to  our  aid  the  firft  of  heroes  call, 
"  From  fair  Dundalgan's  f  lofty  wall, 
"  Or  Dethin's  ^  ancient  pride !" 

"  Welcome,  CucviUin  !  ^  mighty  chief! 
"  Though  late,  O  welcome  to  thy  friend's  relief! 
"  Behold  the  havoc  of  yon  deadly  blade  1 
"  Behold  our  hundred  warriors  bite  the  ground ! 

"  Behold  thy  friend,  thy  Conall  bound ! 
*'  Behold — nor  be  thy  vengeful  arm  delay 'd  !" 


No 


'  Dundalgan,  (now  Dundalk,)  the  refidence  of  Cucullin. 

s  Dun-Dethin,  the  refidence  of  Dethin,  the  mother  of  Cucullin. 

''  This  pafTage  exhibits  a  fpecies  of  beauty  that  has  been  often,  and  defervedly  ad- 
mired :  Here  is  the  poet's  true  magical  chariot,  that  annihilates  fpace  and  circum- 
ftance  in  its  fpced !  We  fcarce  know  that  the  melTcngcr  of  Conor  is  gone,  until  we 
find  him  returned ;  and  without  the  tedious  intervention  of  narrative,  the  bard  places 
his  hero  at  once  before  our  eyes. — Tlius,  in  the  inimitable  ballad  of  Hardyknnte : 

The  little  Page  flew  fwift  as  dart, 

Flung  from  his  Mafter's  arm  ; 
"  Cum  down,  cum  <lown  Lord  Hardyknute, 

<<  And  red  your  King  frae  harm !" 


(     '3     ) 

«  No  wonder  (he  replied,)  each  foreign  knight 

Should  now  infult  onr  coafl ! 
"  Lofl  are  the  fouls  of  martial  might, 

"  The  pride  of  Erin's  hofl ! 
"  Oh  !  fmce  your  deaths,  ye  fav'rite  fons  of  fame  ' ! 
"  Difmay,  defeat,  diflrefs,  and  well-earn'd  fliame, 
"  Alike  our  lofs,  and  our  reproach  proclaim  ! 


For 


Cucu  h„  here  alludes  to   the  death  of  his  fcinfmen,  the  three  fons  of  Ufnoth,  (or 
U>f„eaeh,)  who  were  cut  off  fome  ti.c  before  by  the  perfidy  of  Conor.     As    h 

a.      -77  r      ''         ""'"''^  "  ""'  ''''"''  '  ^""  ^--  P-'--  ^^^-^  with  it,  in 
all  Its  rabujous  array.  ' 

Ulfteftd  ''f'  '"r''"'  f "' ■' u    °^  '''^''"'"  '''"■°°''"'  ^"^""y  ^°  Conor  king  of 
Ulfter.  had,  fron.  her   .nfancy,  been  fhut  up   and   iiriaiy  guarded  i^TTortreff  to 
fVuftrate  the  prophecy  of  a  Druid,  who   had  foretold  at  her  birth    that  fh.7    i^'  K 
fata,  to  the  houfe  of  Umer.     On  a  day.  as  «,e  looked  a  Wd  ^ ^her  ;  Z^^: 
pe  ce.ved  a  raven  feedu.g  on  the  blood  of  a  calf,  that  had  been   killed  for  her  taWe 
and  had  t.nged  w.th  crn.fon  feme  new-fallen  fnow.-In, mediately  turning  to  Lelvar-' 
can.,  (her  governeis,)  fhe  alked,  if  there  was  any  one  in  the  world  fo  beautiful  as  to 
have  hair  blac    as  that  raven's  wing;  cheeks  of  as  bright  and  pure  a  red  as  that  blood  , 
and    a  fkn.  of  the   fame  dazzling  fairnefs   as  that   fnow  .^     Leavarcam  replied,  tha 
there  was;    and  that  Nao.fe,    the   fon  of  Ufnoth,  more  than  anfwered   the  defcrfp 
tion.  "'.iLii^- 

Deirdre,  curious  to  behold  this  wonder,  entreated   her  governefs   to  contrive  fomc 
means  by  wh..h  fhe  m.ght  procure  a  fight  of  h.m  ;  and  Leavarcam.  pitying  he    fi^ua 
.on  and  confinement    and  thinking  this  a  good  opportunity  to  effeft  her'deliverance 
from  .t;  went  d.reaiy  to  the  young  and  gallant  Naoiie,  informed  him  of  the  ci  rum 
fiance    extolled  her  pup    s  charms,  and  promifed   to  indulge  him  with  an  inte'ie: 
povKled  he  would,  on  h,s  part,  engage  to  free   the  fair  captive,  and   make  her  I 
w:^     Nao.fe  joy  ully  accepted  the  invitation  :-they  met;-Ltu;i   aJi^e^a  d 
adm,rat  on  concluded   ,n  vows  of  the   moft  paffionate  love  I     Naoife,  with  the  aid  o{ 
his  brothers.  A.nle  and   Ardan,  ftormed   the  fortrcfs,  and  carried  off  his  prize     and 
cfcap,„g  thence  to  Scotland,  they  were  there  joined  in  marriage.  ^        ' 

But 


-f  ^v^., 


(      '4     ) 

"  For  me,  mv  tViends,  what  now  remains, 
"  When  I  behold  yon  mighty  Chief  in  chains  ? 


Witli 


But  the  fatal  beauty  of  Deinlre  prevented  the  peaceable  enjoyment  of  Iicr  liappi- 
nefs: — a  Piiiice  of  great  power  in  Albany  faw  her  and  was  enamoured;  and  finding 
that  it  was  vain  to  fue,  he  had  vecourfe  to  arms,  to  force  her  from  the  protection  of 
her  hufband.  But  Naoifc,  with  a  few  faithful  followers,  cut  his  way  through  all 
oppofition,  and  made  good  his  retreat  to  one  of  the  adjacent  iflands;  where  expecting 
to  be  again  attacked,  he  difpatched  mcllengers  to  Ullter,  to  entreat  the  aid  of  his 
friends. 

The  nobility  of  that  province,  on  being  informed  of  his  fituation,  went  in  a  body 
to  the  King,  requelling  that  Naoife  might  be  allilted  and  recalled  ;  and  Conor  now 
trembling  for  the  event  of  the  prophecy,  and  perceiving  that  he  could  not  by  open 
force  efFect  the  deaths  of  thofe  whofe  lives  he  feared  woulil  fulfil  it,  veiled  his 
treacherous  purpofe  under  tlie  mafque  of  generous  forgivenefs  to  the  raftinefs  of  a 
youthful  lover  ;  he  afTedled  to  engage  with  pleafure  in  the  caufe  of  the  unhappy  pair ; 
he  granted  the  defired  repealment,  and  fent  a  iliip  to  convey  them  back  to  Ireland, 
and  a  body  of  troops  to  wait  their  arrival  on  the  fliore,  and  efcort  them  to  the  palace 
of  Emania.  But  Eogain,  the  commander  of  this  body,  had  received  private  orders 
from  the  King  to  cut  off  tlie  little  band  of  Naoife  on  their  landing ;  and  particularly 
not  to  let  Deirdre  and  the  three  fons  of  Ufnoth  efcape.  His  commands  were  too 
fuccefsfuUy  obeyed,  and  in  fpight  of  the  moft  gallant  refiftance,  the  unhappy  brothers 
were  (lain.  But  Deirdre  was  referved  for  ftill  further  woe  :  the  murderous  Eogain, 
ftruck  with  her  beauty,  coidd  not  lift  his  arm  againft  her  ;  he  therefore  brought  lier 
back  a  prifoner  to  the  palace,  and  requelted  her  from  the  King,  as  the  reward  of  his 
guilty  fervice.  The  bafe  and  inhuman  Conor  confented  to  his  wiflies,  on  obtaining 
a  promife  that  (he  fliould  be  kept  confined,  and  ftviflly  watched,  to  prevent  the  ac- 
coniplifhment  of  tlie  prediftion.  The  wretched  vicflim  was  accordingly  placed  in  the 
chariot,  and  by  the  fide  of  her  hufband's  murderer,  who  aggravated  her  anguilh  by 
the  molt  brutal  raillery ;  and  convinced  her  that  death  alone  could  free  her  from 
Jiorrors,  yet  worfe  than  any  flie  had  hitherto  endured.  Infpired  with  the  fudden  re- 
folution  of  defpair,  file  watched  a  moment  favourable  to  her  purpofe,  and  fpringing 
with  violence  from  the  chariot,  flie  dalhed  herfeif  againfl  a  rock  and  expired. 

But  the  cruel  Conor  drew  down  on  his  houfe  the  denunciation  that  he  dreaded,  by  the 
very  means  through  which  lie  fought  to  avoid  it.     The  friends  of  the  unhappy  lovers, 

enraged 


(     '5    ) 

"  With  fuch  a  hero's  conqueror  fliould  I  cope, 
"  What  could  my  humbler  boaft  of  prowefs  hope  ^  ? 
"  How  Ihould  you  think  my  arms  could  e'er  prevail, 
"  Where  Conall-Cearnach's  Ikill  and  courage  fail  ?" — 

"  And  wilt  thou  then  decline  the  fight, 

"  O  arm  of   Erin's  fame ! 
"  Her  glorious,  her  unconquered  knight,, 

"  Her  firfl  and  fav'rite  name  ! 
"  No,  brave  Cucullin !   mighty  chief 
"  Of  bright  vidlorious  fteel ! 
"  Fly  to  thy  Conall,  to  thy  friend's  relief,         , 
"  And  teach  the  foe  fviperior  force  to  feel !" 


"  Then, 


enraged  at  his  perfidy,  affembled  all  their  forces,  and  took  ample  vengeance  on  the 
tyrant  for  his  cruelty  and  breach  of  faith.  His  whole  army  was  routed ;  his  palace  of 
Emania  was  feized  upon,  and  given  up  to  the  plunder  cf  the  foldiery ;  and  his  favou- 
rite fon,  together  with  the  chief  officers  of  his  houfehold,  and  all  who  were  fuppofed 
to  be  his  friends,  fell  in  the  carnage  of  that  day,  as  fo  many  victims  to  the  manes 
of  the  murdered  fons  of  Ufnoth. 

Whatever  part  Cucullin  had  taken  in  revenging  the  deaths  of  his  young  kinfmen, 
it  appears  that  a  kind  of  fullen  reconciliation  was  afterwards  efPedled  between  him 
and  the  King  of  Ulfler ;  fince  we  here  find  him  (though  reluftantly)  confenting  to 
fight  his  battles,  and  obey  his  commands.  But  the  feverity  of  reproach,  and  the  bit- 
ternefs  of  recolleftion,  which  is  implied  in  the  fpeech  before  us,  plainly  denronftrate 
that  his  grief  and  his  injuries  were  (till  keenly  felt,  and  warmly  refented. 

■'  Cucullin  had  been  once  a  candidate  for  the  Mafterfhip  of  the  Ulfter  Knights,  but 
voluntarily  refigned  his  claim  to  his  kinfman  Conall,  as  to  one  who  had  exhibited 
greater  proof  of  foldierfhip  than  he  himfelf  had,  at  that  time,  been  happy  enough  to 
have  an  opportunity  of  evincing. 


(     i6     ) 

Then,  with  firm  flep,  and  dauntlefs   air, 
CuculUn  went,  and  thus  the  foe  addreft : 
"  Let  me,  O  vaUant  knight,  (he  cried) 

"  Thy  courtefy  reqneft ! 
"  To  me  thy  purpofe,  and  thy  name  confide, 
"  And  what  thy  Uncage  and  thy  land  declare  ? 

"  Do  not  my  friendly  hand  refnfe, 

"  And  profFer'd  peace  decline  ; 

"  Yet,  if  thoxi  wilt  the  dovibtful  combat  chufe, 

"  The  combat  then,  O  fair-hair'd  youth !  be  thine  !" 

"  Never  fliall  aught  fo  bafe  as  fear 

"  The  hero's  bofom  fway ! 
"  Never,  to  pleafe  a  curious  ear, 

"  Will  I  my  fame  betray ! 
"  No,  gallant  chief!  I  will  to  none 
"  My  name,  my  purpofe,  or  my  birth  reveal ; 
"  Nor  even  from  thee  the  combat  will  I  fhun, 
"  Strong    though    thine    arm    appear,    and    tried    thy    martial 
"  fleel. 

"  Yet  hear  me  own,   that,  did  the  vow 

"  Of  chivalry  allow, 
"  I  would  not  thy  requeft  withftand, 
*'  But  gladly  take,  in  peace,  thy  proffer'd  hand. 

"  So 


(     '7    ) 

"  So  does  that  face  each  hofhile  thought  controul ' ! 
"  So  does  that  noble  mien  poflefs  my  foul !" 

Reludtant  then  the  cliiefs  commenc'd  the  fight, 

Till  glowing  honor  rous'd  their  flumbering  might  ! 

Dire  was  the  ftrife  each  valiant  arm  maintain'd, 

And  undecided  long  their  fates  remain'd ; 

For,  till  that  hour,  no  eye  had  ever  view'd 

A  field yo  fought,   a  conqueftyc/  purfu'd  ! 

At  length  CucuUin's  kindling  foul  arofe  ; 

Indignant  fhame  recruited  fury  lends  ; 

With  fatal  aim  his  glittering  lance  he  throws. 

And  low  on  earth  the  dying  youth  extends. 

Flown  with  the  fpear,    his  rage  forfook 

The  hero's  generous  breaft, 
And,  with  foft  voice,  and  pitying  look. 
He  thus  his  brave  unhappy  foe  addreit 

"  Gallant  youth  !    that  wound,   I  fear, 
"  Is  pafl;  the  power  of  art  to  heal ! 
"  Now  then,  thy  name  and  lineage  let  me  hear, 
"  And  whence,  and  why  we  fee  thee  here,  reveal  ! 

D  «  That 


'  Deeply,  as  it  is  evident,  that  Conloch  had  been  prepofleffed  againfl  Cucullin,  yef 
nature  here  begins  to  work ;  and  the  fight  of  the  paternal  face  raifcs  ftrong  emotions 
in  his  breaft.  This  is  finely  introduced  by  the  malterly  poet,  to  heighten  the  dillrefs 
of  the  catallrophe. 


"  That  fo  thy  tomb  with  honor  we  may  raife, 
"  And  give  to  glory's  fong  thy  deathlefs  praile !' 

"  Approach  !" — the  wounded  youth  reply'd  "> : — 

"  Yet — yet  more  clofely  nigh  ! 
"  On  this  dear  earth — by  that  dear  fide 

"  O  let  me  die  ! 

*'  Thy  hand — my  Father  ! — haplefs  chief ! — 
"  And  you,  ye  warriors  of  our  ifle,  draw  near, 

"  The  anguifli  of  my  foul  to  hear, 
"  For  I  mufl  kill  a  father's  heart  with  grief! 

"  O  firft  of  heroes !  hear  thy  fon, 
"  Thy  Conloch's  parting  breath ! 
"  See  Dunfcaik's  early  care " ! 
"  See  Dundalgan's  cherifli'd  heir  ! 
"  See,  alas  !    thy  haplefs  child, 
"  By  female  arts  begtiil'd, 
"  And  by  a  fatal  promife  won, 
"  Falls  the  fad  vidim  of  untimely  death  !" 


O  my 


"  From  this  line,  to  the  end  of  the  poem,  my  readers  will  perceive  the  necefiity  of 
an  irregular  meafure  in  the  tranflation. 

"  Dun-Sgathach  (i.  e.  the  fortrefs  of  Sgathach)  in  the  Ifle  of  Sky. — It  took  its  name 
from  a  cclfbrated  Albanian  heroine,  who  ellabliflied  an  academy  there,  and  taught 
the  ufe  of  arms. 


(     ^9    ) 

"  O  my  loft  fon  ! — relentlefs  fate  ! — 
"  By  this  curfl  arm  to  fall  I — 
"  Come  wretched  Aife,  from  thy  childlef^i  hall, 
"  And  learn  tlie  woes  that  thy  pierc'd  foul  await ! 
"  \^'^hy  wert  thou  abfent  in  this  fatal  hour  ? — 

"  A  mother's  tender  power 
"  Might  fure  have  fway'd  my  Conloch's  filial  breaft ! 
"  My  fon,  my  hero  then  had  flood  confefl ! 

"  But  it  is  pafl ! — he  dies  ! — ah  woe  ! — 
"  Come,   Aife,   come,  and  let  thy  forrows  flow  ! 
"  Bathe  his  dear  wounds  ! — fupport  his  languid  head  ! 
Wafli,  with  a  mother's  tears,  away  the  blood  a  flither  flied  !" 

"  No  more  (the  dying  yovith  exclaim'd,) 
"  No  more  on  Aife  call ! 
"  Curfl  be  her  art ! — the  treacherous  fnare  fhe  fram'd 
"  Has  wrought  thy  Conloch's  fall ! 
"  Curfe  on  the  tongue  that  arm'd  my  hand 
*'  Againfl  a  father's  breafl ! 
"  That  bound  me  to  obey  her  dire  command, 
"  And  with  a  lying  tale  my  foul  poffeft  j 
"  That  made  me  think  riiy  youth  no  more  thy  care, 
"  And  bade  me  of  thy  cruel  arts  beware  ! 


D  2  •'  Curit 


"  Curfl  be  the  tongue  to  whofe  deceit 
"  The  anguHh  of  my  fiither's  heart  I  owe. 

"  While  thus,  to  bathe  his  facred  feet, 
"  Through  this  \mhappy  fide, 

"  He  fees  the  fame  rich  crimfon  tide 
*'  That  fills  his  own  heroic  bofom  flow ! 

"  O  yes !  too  furely  am  I  thine ! 
"  No  longer  I  the  fatal  truth  conceal. 

"  Never  before  did  any  foe 

"  The  name  of  Conloch  know  ; 
"  Nor  would  I  now  to  thee  my  birth  reveal, 
"  But  fafety,  even  from  thy  dear  hand  decline,    ' 
"  Did  not  my  ebbing  blood,  and  fliort'ning  breath, 
"  Secure  thy  Conloch's  honor — in  his  death. 

"  But,  ah  Cucullin  ! — daxmtlefs  knight ! — 
"  Ah  ! — had'll  thou  better  mark'd  the  fight ! 
"  Thy  fl<:ill  in  arms  might  foon  have  made  thee  know 

"  That  I  was  only  half  a  foe  ! 
"  Thou  would'fl  have  feen,  for  glory  thovigh  I  fought, 
"  Defence, — not  blood  I  fought. 
*'  Thou  woukrft  have  feen,   from  that  dear  bread, 
*'  Nature  and  love  thy  Conloch's  arm  arrefl ! 

"  Thou 


(      21      ) 

"  Thou  would'ft  have  feen  his  fpcar  inftlnaive  flray ; 

"  And,  when   occallon  dar'd  its  force, 
"  Still  from  that  form  it  fondly  turn'd  away, 
"  And  gave  to  air  its  courfe  °." 

No  anfwer  the  unhappy  fire  return'd, 

But  wildly  thus,  in  frantic  forrow  mourn'd. 

"  O  my  lov'd  Conloch  !  beam  of  glory's  lio-ht ! 

"  O  fet  not  yet  in  night ! 
"  Live,  live  my  fon,  to  aid  thy  father's  fword ! 
"  O  live,  to  conquefl  and  to  fame  reflor'd ! 
"  Companions  of  the  war,  my  fon,   we'll  go, 
"  Mow  down  the  ranks,  and  chafe  the  routed  foe ! 
•'  Ourfelves  an  hoft,  fweep  o'er  the  proftrate  field, 
"  And  fquadrons  to  my  hero's  arm  Ihall  yield ! 
"  Not  mighty  Erin's  felf,  from  wave  to  wave, 
"  Not  all  her  chiefs  could  our  joint  prowefs  brave  ! 

"  Gone  !— art  thou  gone  ?— O  wretched  eyes  ! 
"  See  where  my  child  !  my  murder'd  Conloch  lies  ! 
"  Lo  !— in  the  dull  his  fliield  of  conquefl  laid  ! 
"  And  proftrate,  now,  his  once  victorious  blade  ! 


"  O  let 


°  Here  IS  one  of  thofe  delicate  ftrokes  of  nature  and  fentiment,  that  pafs  fo  direclly 
to  the  heart  and  fo  powerfully  awaken  its  feelings  [-Sympathy  bleeds  at  every 
line  of  this  paflage,    and  the  anguifh  of  the  father  and  the  fon  are  at  once  transfufed 

into  our  hrpnftq  I 


(       22       ) 

"  O  let  me  turn  from  the  foul-torturing  fight ! 

"  O  wretch  !  deferted  and  forlorn  ! 

"  With  age's  fnarpull  anguifli  torn  ! — 
"  Stript  of  each  tender  tie  !    each  fond  delight ! 

"  Cruel  father  ! — cruel  ftrokc  ! — 
"  See  the  heart  of  nature  broke ! — 
"  Yes,  I  have  murder'd  thee,    my  lovely  child  f 
"  Red  with  thy  blood  this  fatal  hand  I  view  !  — 
"  Oh,  from  the  fight  diftradlion  will   enfue, 
"  And  grief  will  turn  with  tearlefs  horror  wild  !- 


"  Rcafon  ! — whither  art  thou  fled  ? — 
"  Art  thou  with  my  Conloch  dead  ? — 
"  Is  this  lofl  wretch  no  more  thy  care  ? 
"  Not  one  kind  ray  to  light  my  foul ; 
"  To  free  it  from  the  black  controul 
"  Of  this  deep,  deep  defpair  ! 

"  As  the  lone  ikifF  is  tofs'd  from  wave  to  wave, 
"  No  pilot's  hand  to  fave ! 
"  Thus,  thus  my  devious  foul  is  borne ! 
"  Wild  with  my  woes,  I  only  live  to  mourn ! 

"  But  all  in  death  will  fliortly  end, 
*'  And  forrow  to  the  grave  its  victim  fend  ! 


"  Yes 


(     23     ) 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  feel  the  near  approach  of  peace, 

"  And  mifery  foon  will  ceafe  ! 
♦'  As  the  ripe  fruit,  at  fhady  autumn's  call, 
"  Shakes  to  each  blaft,  and  trembles  to  its  fall ; 
"  I  wait  the  hour  that  fhall  afford  me  reft, 
*'  And  lay,  O  earth !    my  forrows  in  thy  breafl. 


Here  ends  the  Poem  of  Conloch  :  the  fubjecl  is  indeed  conti- 
nvied  in  the  following  pages  ;  but  it  is  in  a  diftincl  and  feparate 
piece,  of  which  I  have  feen  a  number  of  copies,  all  in  fome 
degree  differing  from  each  other,  and  none  of  them  connedled 
with  the  above,  except  in  this  one  copy,  which  I  got  from  Mr. 
O'Halloran.  The  following  poem,  however,  is  polTefTed  of 
confiderable  merit ;  and,  befides  the  pathos  that  it  breathes,  it 
exhibits  a  fpecies  of  originality  in  its  way,  that  is  unique,  and 
flriking  to  a  very  great  degree. 

The  above  tranflation  is  made  from  Mr.  O'Halloran's  copy, 
but  the  original  of  the  poem  here  fubjoined,  being  rather  fuller 
than  the  one  which  was  annexed  to  his,  I  have  for  that  reafon. 
adopted  it. 


(     ^4     ) 


THE 


LAMENTATION    of    CUCULLIN, 

OVER      THE 
BODY     OF     HIS     Son     CONLOCH. 


XjLLAS,  alas  for  thee, 
O  Aife's  haplefs  fon ! 
And  oh,  of  fires  the  moft  undone, 
My  child  !   my  child !   woe,  tenfold  woe  to  me  ! 
Alas !    that  e'er  thefe  fatal  plains 
Thy  valiant  fteps  receiv'd  ! 
And  oh,  for  Cualnia's  *  wretched  chief 
What  now,  alas,  remains  ! 
What,  but  to  gaze  upon  his  grief ! 
Of  his   fole  fon,  by  his  own  arm  bereav'd ! 

O  had 

"  Cucullin  was  called,  by  way  of  pre-eminence,  the  Hero  of  Cuai.nia,  that 
being  the  name  of  liis  patrimony,  .  which  it  itill  retains,  in  the  county  of 
Louth, 


(      25      ) 

O  had  I  died  before  this  hoiir  1— 
My  loft,  my  lovely  child ! 
Before  this  arm  my  Conloch's  arm  oppos'd ; 
Before  this  fpear  againft  him  was  addreft ; 
Before  thefe  eyes  beheld  his  eye-lids  clos'd, 
And  life's  warm  ftream  thus  ifTuing  from  his  breafl! 
Then,  Death,  how  calmly  had  I  met  thy  power ! 
Then,  at  thy  worft  of  terrors,  had  I  fmil'd  ! 

Could  fate  no  other  grief  devife  ?-— 

No  other  foe  provide  ? 

Oh ! — could  no  arm  but  mine  fuffice 
To  pierce  my  darling's  fide  ! — 
My  Conloch  !   'tis  deiiied  thy  fiuher's  woe 
Even  the  fad  comfort  of  revenge  to  know ! — 
To  rufh  upon  thy  murderer's  cruel  breaft, 
Scatter  his  limbs,  and  rend  his  haughty  creft  !— 
While  his  whole  tribe  in  blood  fliould  quench  my  rage, 
And  the  dire  fever  of  my  foul  alluage '' ! 
The  debt  of  vengeance,  then,  fhould  well  be  paid, 
And  thoufands  fall  the  vidims  of  thy  fliade  ! 

E.  Ultonlan 


"  What  a  pi£ture  of  a  heart  torn  with  forrow  is  here  exhibited,  in  thefe  wild 
ftartings  of  paflion  ! — the  foul  of  a  hero,  prefled  down  with  a  weight  of  woe, — ftung 
to  madnefs  by  compUcated  aggravations  of  the  moft  poignant  grief,  and  ftruggling 
between  reafon,  and  the  impatient  frenzy  of  dcfpair! — How  naturally  does  it  rave 
around  for  fome  objccl  whereon  to  vent  the  burftings  of  anguifli,  and  the  irritations  of 
a  wounded  fpirit  I 


(       26      ) 

Ultonian  knights ' !  ye  glory  of  our  age  ! 
Well  have  ye  fcap'd  a  frantic  father's  rage  I 
That  not  by  jou  this  fatal  field  is  won ! 
That  not  by  vo/t  I  lofe  my  lovely  fon ! — 
Oh,  dearly,  elfe,  fliould  all  your  lives  abide 
The  trophies  from  my  Conloch's  valour  torn ; 
And  your  Red-branch,  in  deeper  crimfon  dy'd, 
The  vengeance  of  a  father's  arm  fliould  mourn ! 

O  thou  loft  hope  of  my  declining  years  ! 
O  cruel  winds  that  drove  thee  to  this  coafl ! 
Alas  !  could  Defliny  afford 
No  other  arm,  no  other  fword, 
In  Leinfter  of  the  pointed  fpears. 
On  Munfler's  plains,  or  in  fierce  Cruachan's  ^  hofl. 

To  quench  in  blood  my  filial  light, 
And  fpare  my  arm  the  deed,  my  eyes  the  fight ! 

O  had  proud  India's  fplendid  plain 

Beneath  thy  prowefs  bled. 
There,  funk  on  heaps  of  hoflile  flain. 

Had  thy  brave  fpirit  fled, 

That 


«    Thefe  were  the  famous  heroes  of  the  Red-branch. 
*   In  Connaught. 


(      47      ) 

That  then  Emania  '  might  the  deed  purfue, 
And,  for  thy  fate,  exa(5l  the  vengeance  due ! 
Expiring  miUions  had  thy  ranfom  paid, 
And  the  wild  frenzy  of  my  grief  allay'd ! 

O  that  to  Lochlin's  land  of  fnows 
My  fon  had  fteer'd  his  courfe  ! 

Or  Grecian  "^  fliores,  or  Perlian  ^  foes, 
Or  Spain,  or  Britain's  force  ! 


There 


'  By  Emania  he  means  the  knights  of  the  Red-branch,  as  a  confiderable  part 
of  tliat  palace  was  occupied  by  this  celebrated  body.  The  part  appointed  for  their 
refidence  was  called  Teagh  na  Craoihhe-ruadh  (i.  e.  the  palace  of  the  Reu-eranch), 
where  there  was  alfo  an  academy  inftituted  for  the  inftruftion  of  the  young  knights, 
and  a  large  hofpital  for  their  fick  and  wounded,  called  Bron-bhearg^  or  the  Houfe  of 
the  Warriors'  Sorrow.  See  O'Hall.  Int.  to  the  Hiji,  of  Ireland,  p.  40.  See  alfo 
Keating. 

The  palace  of  Emania,  or  Eamania,  ftood  near  Armagh.  Some  ruins  of  it  were 
remaifting  fo  late  as  the  time  of  Colgan.     Vide  Collect,  de  Reb.  Hib.  vol.  III.  p.  341. 

'  ^  The  anti-hibevnian  critic  will  here  exclaim — "  ^\'^lat  knowledge  could  Cucullin 
*'  pofTibly  be  fuppofed  to  have  had  of  Greece,  or  Perfia,  or  of  proud  India's  fplendid 
"  plain  ? — Does  not  the  very  mention  banilh  every  idea  of  the  antiquity  of  this 
"  poem,  and  mark  it  out  at  once  as  a  modern  produ£lion  .?"  It  is  granted  that  this 
would  indeed  be  the  cafe,  had  our  early  anceftors  been  really  fuch  as  modern  writers 
reprefent  them: — Barbarians,  dcfcetided  from  barbarians,  and  ever  continuing  the  fame ; 
but  their  Phoenician  origin  of  itfelf  fulHciently  accounts  for  their  knowledge  of  the 
fituation,  inhabitants,  manners,  &c.  of  the  various  nations  of  the  earth ;  fince  the 
Phoenicians,  a  maritime  and  commercial  people,  traded  to  every  port,  and  were 
acquainted  with  every  country. 

Befides  this,  the  literary  and  intellecliial  turn  of  the  ancient  Irifli,  frequently  fent 
them,  in  quell  of  knowledge,  to  different  parts  of  the  globe.  <«  Our  early  writers 
"  (fays  Mr   O'Halloran)  tell  us,  (and  Archbifliop  Usher  affirms    the  fame,)  that 

E  2  "  the 


(       28       ) 

There  liad  he  fallen,  amidft  his  fame, 

I  yet  the  lofs  could  bear  ; 
Nor  horror  thus  would  fhake  my  frame, 

Nor  forrow  be — Defpair  ! — 

Why  was  it  not  in  Sora's  barbarous  lands 

My  lovely  Conloch  fell  ? 
Or  by  fierce  Pidiih  chiefs'',  whofe  ruthlefs  bands 

Wovild  joy  the  cruel  tale  to  tell ; 
Whofe  fouls  are  train'd  all  pity  to  fubdvie  ; 
Whofe  favage  eyes  unniov'd  that  form  could  view  ! 

Rejoice,  ye  heroes  of  Albania's  plains  ! 
(While  yet  I  live,  my  conquering  troops  to  lead,) 
Rejoice,  that  guiltlefs  of  the  deed 
Your  happy  earth  remains  ! 

And 


"  the  celebrated  champion  Conall  Cearnach,  Mafter  of  t]ie  Ulfter  Knights,  was 
"  a£tually  at  Jerufalem  at  the  time  of  the  crucifixion  of  our  Saviour,  and  related  the 
««  ftory  to  the  King  of  Ulfter  on  his  return."  He  alfo  adds  that  one  of  our  great 
poets,  in  the  fifth  century,  traverfed  the  eaft,  and  dedicated  a  book  to  the  Emperor 
Theodofius.  Many  fimilar  inftances  and  proofs  could  alio  be  here  fubjoined ;  but  the 
limits  of  my  defign  oblige  me  to  refer  my  readers  to  the  learned  works  of  C)'Conor, 
O'Halloran  and  Vallancey,  names  dear  to  every  fpirit  of  liberality  and  ilience, 
but  by  Irljhmen  peculiarly  to  be  revered. 

^  The  period,  when  the  Pi(fl:s  firfl  invaded  North-Britain,  has  not  (I  believe)  been 
exaftly  afcertained. — We  here  find  that  country  divided  between  the  PiCTS  and  the 
Albanians,  and  the  former  mentioned  as  a  bloody  ar.-d  cruel  people. — It  was  not  till 
two  centuries  after  this  that  a  third  colony  froni  Irehmd,  under  Carbry  Riada,  was 
eftablifhed  there. 


(     29    ) 

And  you,  ye  chiefs  of  Galia's  numeroiis  hoft ; 
Blefs  the  kind  fate  that  fpar'd  your  favour'd  coaft'! 

But  what  for  me — for  me  is  left ! 
Of  more,  and  dearer  far  than  hfe,  bereft ! 

Doom'd  to  yet  unheard  of  woe  ! 
A  father,  doom'd  to  pierce  his  darhng's  fide, 
And, — oh  !  with  blafted  eyes  abide 
To  fee  the  laft  dear  drops  of  fiUal  crimfon  flow ! 

Alas  ! — my  trembling  limbs  ! — my  fainting  frame  •' ! — 

Grief! — is  it  thou  ? 

O  conquering  Grief ! — I  know  thee  now  ! 
Well  do  thy  fad  effects  my  woes  proclaim ! 
Poor  Victor  ! — fee  thy  trophies,  where  they  lie  ! — 
Waih  them  with  tears  ! — tlien  lay  thee  down  and  die  ! 


Why 


■  I  had  nearly  forgotten  to  acknowledge,  that  fome  ftanzas  of  the  original  of  this 
poem  are  omitted  in  the  tranflation  ;  Cucullin,  before  this,  enumerates  the  heroes  of 
the  Red-branch;  viz.  Conal  Cearnach,  Loire  Buahach,  Cormac  Conluingeas, 
Dubthach,  Forbuidh,  &c.  &c.  and  tells  them,  one  by  one,  that  they  happily 
efcaped  being  guilty  of  tiie  death  of  his  fon,  and  the  vengeance  that  he  would 
have  exafted.  In  fome  otiier  copies  of  the  poem  I  do  not  find  thefe  (lanzas  ;  I  there- 
fore took  the  liberty  ol  leaviiig  them  out,  as  I  thought  they  broke  the  pathos  of  the 
compofition ;  and,  befides,  they  were  (in  point  of  poetry)  rather  inferior  to  the  reft 
of   the  piece. 

''  The  beautiful  lines,  in  my  original,  from  which  the  three  following  ftanzas  are 
tranflated,  were  not  in  Mr.  O'Halloran's  copy. 


(    3°    ) 

Why,  why,  O  Ajfe !  was  thy  child 
Thus  cruelly  beguil'd  ! 
Why  to  my  Conloch  did'ft  thou  not  impart 
The  fatal  fecret  of  his  father's  art  ? 
To  warn  him  to  avoid  the  deadly  fnare, 
And  of  a  combat  on  the  waves  beware '. 

Alas,  I  fink  ! — my  falling  fight 
Is  gone  ! — 'tis  loft  in  night ! 
Clouds  and  darknefs  round  me  dwell ! 
Horrors  more  than  tongue  can  tell  ! 
See  where  my  fon,  my  mxirdered  Conloch  lies ! 
What  further  fufFerings  now  can  fate  devife  ! 
O  my  heart's  wounds  !   well  may  yovir  anguifli  flow, 
And  drop  life's  tears  on  this  furpafling  woe  ! 

Lo,  the  fad  remnant  of  my  flaughter'd  race. 
Like  fome  lone  trunk,  I  wither  in  my  place ! — 
No  more  the  fons  of  Us  not  H  to   my  fight 
Give  manly  charms,  and  to  my  foul  delight ! 


No 


'  Some  of  our  romances  and  poems  afcribe  to  Cucullin  the  property  of  being  in- 
vulnerable in  water ,  and  in  relating  this  circumftaiice  of  liis  life,  fay,  that  (when 
hard  prefled  by  Conloch)  he  took  the  refuge  of  a  ford,  and  then  threw  the  fatal  c  ath- 
BOLG,  with  wliich  he  was  fure  of  killing  his  antagonift.  The  preceding  poem  makes 
no  mention  of  this  fable,  perhaps  through  tendcrnefs  for  the  honor  of  Cucullin ; 
and  from  this,  and  fome  otiier  circumftances,  I  am  tempted  to  tliink  they  were  not 
written  by  the  fame  \\a\\<\. 


(     3'     ) 

No  more  my  Crnloch  f  lall  I  hope  to  fee ; 
Nor  fon,  noi  kuifman  :iow  furvives  for  me! 
O  my  lofl  fon  ! — my  precious  child,  adieu  ! 
No  more  thefe  eyes  that  lovely  form  fliall  view ! 
No  more  his  dark-red  fpear  fhall  Ainle  "^  wield ! 
No  more  fhall  Naoife  thunder  o'er  the  field ! 
No  more  fhall  Ardan  fweep  the  hoftile  plains  ! — 
Loft  are  they  all,  and  nought  but  woe  remains  !— 
Now,  chearlefs  earth,  adieu  thy  every  care : 
Adieu  to  all,  but  Horror  and  Defpair  ! 


■"  Ainle,  Naoife,  and  Ardan,   were    the    three    fons    of  Ufnoth,    whofe  tragical 
flory  is  related  in  tJie  notes  to  tlie  preceding  poem. 


II. 


MAGNUS     THE     GREAT 


POEM. 


(    35    ) 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  laiiguage  of  the  folloivhtg  Poem,  as  it  noiv  Jlands,  is  cer- 
tainly too  modern  to  be  afcribed  to  an  earlier  period  than  the  middle 
ages ; — but,  ivhether  it  did  or  did  not  cxijl,  prior  to  thofe  times,  in  a 
drefs  more  ancient  than  that  in  ivhich  we  noivjind  it,  is  a  matter  ivhich 
I  confefs  m)felf  unqualified  to  determine :  for,  though  there  be  many 
reafons  to  fuppofe  that  this  is  really  the  cafe ;  yet  there  are  alfofome  cir- 
eitniflances  in  the  Poem,  "which  feem  to  conlradiH  the  fuppofition.  If 
by  the  Magnus  rf  our  Bard,  he  means  the  King  of  that  name,  ivho 
made  fame  defcents  on  Ireland  about  the  latter  end  of  the  eleventh  cen- 
tury, he  is  then  guilty  of  a  great  anacronifm,  in  fynchronifng  heroes, 
•who  four  filed  at  fuch  different  periods  ;  and  -we  muffx  the  date  of  his 
comprfttion  at  fame  time  in  the  tvoelfth,  or  thirteenth  century.  This, 
ho-wever,  is  mere  conjeElure,  upon  the  frength  of  "which,  it  "would  be 
unfair  to  judge,  much  lefs  to  condemn  our  Bard.  IMagnus  is  a  name 
fo  common  among f  the  Northern  princes,  that  it  cannot  determine  our 
opinion. 

According  to  the  accounts  that  Iri/Jo  hi/lory  gives  of  Dan'fh  Invafions 
in  this  kingdom,  the  earlic/l  "was  about  the  end  of  the  eighth  century  ; 
•we  therefore  cannot  fafcly  rejl  upon  the  credit  of  our  Bards,  -who  tell 
us  of  numberlfs  defcents,  "which  that  ferce  and  "warlike  people  made 
upon  our  coafs,  "wherein  they  "were  oppcfed  ejid  beaten  back  by  kings 
and  heroes,  "who  fourifhed  here  in  the  earlie/i  ages  of  Chrflianity. 
Tet,  fmall  as  is  the  faith  to  be  placed  in  mere  poetical  authority,  it  ought 

F  2  not 


(    36    ) 

r^^li£i'lH*-<-t-'  not  to  Me  •wholly  d'lfregarded:    it  f cents  to  me  that  they  77UiJl  have  bad 

U    T/tA/  ju'^ii'-^i         fome  foundation' for  their  perpetual  allufons  to  the  early  period  of  Danifh 

^ //'    depredations  in    Ireland ;    nor  is   the  flcnce  of  our  hi/lory  a  fufficient 


X    1      -•      M-     './^    reafon  for  concluding  that  all  their  accounts  are  founded  in  fi£iion  onlv. 

^  jfi /J      .  '    'The  greater  part   of  our   hforical   records  are   lofl,    and^    doubtlcfs^ 

^v  Y^V'/''    -f~-        among f  them ^  many  aulhtntic  accounts  of  events   much   more  intcrcfing 

^  ^      ^    ,  ^  than  this  noiv  in  qucfion ;  and  ivhich  are  not  mentioned  in   the  few  of 

^ ^  '    I    ^  /  ^^    our  annals  that  yet  remain.      Befides  this,  an  invafwn,  fuch  as  that  rc- 

r  ,]       Mju^    Pit "" '       (horded  by  our  Bard,  might  cafdy  have  paffed  unnoticed  by  either  a  con- 

*^ flc^'fKsk.  (//Cia  '  u   '  ^'fi   "^   '^^   carehfs  hi/Iorian,     The  Danes,    under  his  hero,  acquired  no 

'lbu.r-  f^u"^ 3ci.yvi^__      fi°^'^"Si  S^^'^i^d  no  vi^ory  in  our  ifand ;  they  ^vere  only  juf  landed,  and 

/liuiL.  ^'^-w'wtt  beaten  bad  :  fo  fruithfs  an  attempt  might  have  been  purpofely  omitted  by 

Ci-  /c-tX-  }lviA\^<-Ct7     the   hiforian,    as   not   of  fuficient   confcquence  to  take  up    room  in  his 

lui/jic^T?  Ci^  ^o)ty       annals;  or  it  may  perhaps  have   been  noticed  in  fume  of  our  more  volu- 

/i£/<t'f>~  '/i-x  klrt'cU     mi  nous  records,    which  are   I  of.      Add  to   this,  that  numbers  of  the 

/'    Ct^  CciiK.  Latin  "writers   (from  the  commencement  of  the  fourth,  to  the  clofc  of  the 

'\\Uti.^l^iLj^}u(jLtuiL      tenth  and  eleventh  centuries  J  fpeak  fully  of  an  intcrcourfe  between   the 

*  KicjL  CcCcUkatnit,  old  Inhabitants  of  Ireland,  and  the  Northern  nations.  All  thefe  cir- 
'^\si,\^l\jc.Scfx(iici*A  cumfances  conftdered,  it  is  left  to  the  judgment  of  the  reader,  whether 
^}  I  u/u-t'^t'5^         to  acquit  our  Bard  of  anachronifn,  or  not. 

„  M/Xa^^j    ft^  There  arc  numhcrlefs  copies  of  this  Poem  in  the  hands  of  the  learned 

^        —f-r-^  and  curious.       The  one  from  ivhich  I  have  tranflated  is  in  the  col- 

''   .  ■/""*'  lection  of  Mr.  Jofcph  C.  Walker.      The  author  (or  perhaps  only  the 

•  i//l(<  v<—tf  4>-*A 

y  ^       \         modcrnifer  of  the  piece)  is  faid  to  have  belonged  to  the  family  of  the 
O'Neils  ;    but,  what  his  name  'was,  I  have  not  been  able  to  learn. 

iu<,  cy  jujtl^      c^    cu^  at'c^tr  h^i^c%^,.  MAGNUS 

p'rcL.C^      f.;      /?C4.^-^    /creAcrv^      C^t^^i^xA.^     jfj,^^^/j^^l^ 


tn 


i-oZ-e^^ 


^  MAGNUS'      THE     GREAT: 


o 


M. 


OisiN.      St.  Patrick. 


OlSIN. 


IJ^u? fi^vt^  //^m!^ 


1  Care  not  for  thee,  fenfelefs  clerk ! 

Nor  all  thy  pfalming  throng, 
Whofe  flupid  fouls,  unwifely  dark, 

Reje€l  the  light  of  fong : 

Unheeding,  while  it  pours  the  drain,  t^jfl^^    '<■  A-ct -^ 

With  Finian  glory  fwell'd  ;  -^     ^tcv*-t^/'^^'<^     /^  7/ 

Such  as  thy  thought  can  fcarce  contain, 
Thine  eye  has  ne'er  beheld  ! 

Patrick, 


»  ltj(t5tir-{  is  pronounced  in  the  Irifli,  Maws ;  but  the  name  being  a  foreign 
one,  is  here  purpofely  written  according  to  the  fpelling  of  the  original.  The  Irilh 
names  are,  in  general,  given  in  fuch  fpelling  as  will  convey  the  found  of  the  original. 


(     38     ) 

Patrick.       O  fon  of  Finn!   the  Fenii's  fame 
Thou  glorieft  to  prolong  ; 
While  I  my  heav'nly  King   proclaim, 
In  pfalm's  diviner  fong. 

OisiN.  Doft  thou  infult  me  to  my  face  ? 

Does  thy  prefumption  dare 
With  the  bright  glories  of  my  race 
Thy  wretched  pfalms  compare  ? 

Why  did  my  folly  let  thee  live, 

To  brave  too  patient  age, 
To  fee  howr  tamely  I  forgive. 

And  preach  me  from  my  rage ! 

Patrick.       Pardon,  great  chief ! — I  meant  no  ill; 
Sw^eet  is  to  me  thy  fong  ; 
And  high  the  themes  and  lofty  ikill 
Its  noble  ftrains  prolong. 

Sing  then,  fwreet  bard  !    thy  purpos'd  tale, 

Wlvile  gladly  I  attend, 
And  let  me  on  thy  grace  prevail 

Its  lovely  founds  to  lend. 


OlSIN. 


(    39    ) 

OisiN,  Once,  while  we  chac'd  the  dark-brown  deer", 

Along  the  fea-girt  plain. 
We  faw  a  diflant  fleet  appear, 
Advancing  on  the  main. 

Quick  ceas'd  the  hunt : — to  eafl,  to  weft 

Our  rapid  mandate  hi'd ; 
With  inftant  march  the  Fenii  preft 

To  join  their  leader's  iide. 

Beneath  the  chief  of  mighty  fame. 

Whom  lovely  Morna  "  bore. 
Seven  warlike  bands  "  to  join  us  came, 

Collected  on  the  fhore. 


Then 


■>  "  Thefe  hunting  matches  (fays  O'Conor)  continued  feveral  days ;  and,  in  fome 
"  feafons,  feveral  months :  at  night  tliey  encamped  in  woods,  and  repofed  in  booths, 
*'  covered  with  the  fkius  of  the  animals  they  hunted  down."  The  chafe  was  alfo,  to 
them,  "  a  fort  of  military  fchool,  which  rendered  toil  eafy,  and  annexed  pleafure  to 
"  the  rudeft  fatigue.  It  gave  them  great  mufcular  flrength,  and  great  agility  and 
"  firmnefs  againft  the  feverity  of  the  mod  rigorous  feafons.  It  befides  taught  them 
"  vigilance ;  fkill  in  archery,  and  great  patience  under  long  abflinence  from  food. 
"  They  came  out  of  the  fortft  expert  foldiers ;  and  no  nation  could  excel  them  in 
"  rapid  marches,  quick  retreats,  and  fudden  fdlies.  By  thefe  means  it  was,  that  they 
*«  fo  often  baffled  the  armies  of  South-Britain,  and  the  Roman  legions,  united." 
O'Co'tiOR's  Di/ffrtcitio/iJ,   p.  71,    ION 

■^  Morna,  or  Muirne  monchaoimh,  (i.  e.  the  beloved  maid,  with  the  gentle,  or  en- 
gaging wiles,)  was  tlie  mother  of  Finn,  and  it  was  in  right  of  her  that  he  poirefled 
his  palace  of  Almhain.     Vide  Keating,  p.  271. 

"^  Thefe  were  the  Fiatia  £rea>ifi,  the   celebrated   militia,  fo  renowned  in  the  annals 

of 


tlu 
of 


(  40  ) 

Then  Finn,  tlie  foul  of  Erin's  might, 
With  fame  and  conquefl  crown'd  ; 

To  deeds  of  glory  to  incite, 
Addrefs'd  the  heroes  round. 

«  Which 

is  country,  and  in  the  fongs  of  her  Bards.     Dr.  Warner  gives  the  following  account 
that  formidable  body. 


"  The  conftant  number  of  this  ftanding  army  in  times  of  peace,  when  there  were 
"  no  diflurbances  at  home,  nor  any  want  of  their  affiftance  to  their  allies  abroad,  were 
"  nine  thbufand  men,  divided  equally  into  three  battalions.  But  in  cafe  of  any  appre- 
"  henfions  of  a  confpiracy,  or  rebellion  againft  the  monarch,  or  if  there  was  any 
<<  neceffity  for  tranfporting  a  body  of  troops  to  Scotland,  in  order  to  defend  their 
"  allies,  the  Dalriada's,  it  was  in  the  power  of  Finn,  the  gcneraliffimo,  to  encreafe 
«'  his  forces  to  feven  battalions,  of  three  thoufand  each.  Every  battalion  was  com- 
«'  manded  by  a  Colonel ;  every  hundred  men  by  a  Captain  ;  an  officer,  in  the  nature  of 
"  a  Lieutenant,  was  fet  over  every  fifty ;  and  a  Serjeant,  refembling  the  Decurio  of 
"  the  Romans,  was  at  the  head  of  every  five  and  twenty.  When  they  were  drawn 
"  out  for  adlion,  every  hundred  men  were  diftributed  into  ten  files,  with  ten  (of 
"  courfe)  in  each  -,  and  the  leader  of  the  file  gave  tlie  word  to  the  other  nine.  As  it 
"  was  thought  a  great  honor  to  be  a  member  of  this  invincible  body  of  troops,  their 
"  General  was  very  flridl  in  infilling  on  the  qualifications  necelTary  for  admiflion 
•'  into  it." 

"  The  parents,  (or  near  relations)  of  every  candidate  for  the  militia,  were  to  give 
"  fccurity  that  they  would  not  attempt  to  revenge  his  death,  but  leave  it  to  his  fellow- 
««  foldiers  to  do  him  juflice.  He  mufl  have  a  poetical  genius,  and  be  well  acquainted 
"  with  the  twelve  books  of  poetry.  He  was  to  (land  at  the  diftance  of  nine  ridges 
«'  of  land,  with  only  a  ftick,  and  a  target;  and  nine  foldiers  were  to  throw  their 
"  javelins  at  him  at  once,  from  which  he  was  to  defend  himfelf  unhurt,  or  be  re- 
"  jested.  He  was  to  run  through  a  wood,  with  his  hair  plaited,  purfued  by  a  com- 
"  pany  of  the  militia,  the  breadth  of  a  tree  only  being  allowed  between  them  at 
"  fetting  out,  without  being  overtaken,  or  his  hair  falling  loofe  about  him.  He  was 
"  to  leap  over  a  tree,  as  high  as  his  forehead ;  and  eafily  fboop  under  another  that 
"  was  as  lev/  as  his  knee.     Thefe  qualifications  being  proved,    he  was  then  to  take 

an 

iJ        o 


(     41     ) 

"  Which  of  my  chiefs  the  firfl  will  go 

"  To  yon  infulted  fliore, 
"  And  bravely  meet  the  daring  foe, 

"  Their  purpofe  to  explore  !" 

Then 

"  an  oath  of   allegiance  to  the  King,    and  of  fidelity  to  Finn,  his  commander  in 
"  chief. 

"  The  reader  will  judge  of  the  propriety  of  moft  of  thefe  qualifications ;  but  this 
"  was  not  every  thing  that  was  required,  in  order  for  admiffion  into  this  illuftrious 
"  corps.  Every  foldier,  before  he  was  enrolled,  was  obliged  to  fubfcribe  to  the  fol- 
"  lowing  articles.  That,  if  ever  he  was  difpofed  to  marry,  he  would  not 'conform  to 
"  the  mercenary  cuftom  of  requiring  a  portion  with  his  wife  ;  but,  without  regard  to 
"  her  fortune,  he  would  chufe  a  woman  for  her  virtue,  and  courteous  manners. 
"  That  he  would  never  offer  violence  to  any  woman.  That  he  would  be  charitable 
"  to  the  poor,  as  far  as  his  abilities  would  permit.  And  that  he  would  not  turn  his 
"  back,  nor  refufe  to  fight  with  ten  men  of  any  other  nation. 

"  In  the  times  of  peace,  they  were  required  to  defend  the  inhabitants  againft  the 
"  attempts  of  thieves  and  robbers ;  to  quell  riots  and  infurreftions ;  to  levy  fines, 
"  and  fecure  eftates  that  were  forfeited  for  the  ufe  of  the  crown ;  in  fliort,  to  fup- 
"  prefs  all  feditious  and  traiterous  praftifes  in  their  beginning ;  and  to  appear  uiider 
"  arms,  when  any  breach  of  faith  required  it.  They  had  no  fubfiftence  money  from 
"  the  monarchs  but  during  the  winter  half  year,  when  they  were  billeted  upon  the 
"  country,  and  difperfed  in  quarters.  During  the  other  part  of  the  year,  from  the 
"  firft  of  May  to  November,  they  were  encamped  about  the  fields,  and  were  obliged 
««  to  fifh  and  hunt  for  their  fupport.  This  was  not  only  a  great  eafe  to  the  monarch 
"  and  his  fubjeflrs,  but  it  inured  the  troops  to  fatigue,  preferved  them  in  health  and 
"  vigour,  and  accuftomed  them  to  lie  abroad  in  the  field :  and  in  a  country  which 
"  abounded  fo  much  with  venifon,  fifli,  and  fowl,  as  Ireland  did,  it  was  no  other 
"  hardfliip  than  what  was  proper  to  the  life  of  foldiers,  to  be  obliged  to  draw  their 
«*  fubfiftence  in  the  fummcr  feafon  from  thofe  articles. 

'«  They  made  but  one  meal  in  four  and  twenty  hours,  wliich  was  always  in  the 
"  evening  ;  and  befides  the  common  method  of  roafling  their  meat  before  the  fire,  * 

"  they  had  another  very  remarkable,  and   which  thev  fcem   moft  to  have  praclifed. 

J      ^  r^  ^  "The 


(      42      ) 

Then  Conan '  of  the  froward  mind, 
The  bald  M'Morni  fpoke, 

And  as  his  fplecnful  ioul  inclin'd, 
His  fueering   accents  broke. 


"  O  chief 


"  Tlie  places,  wliich  they  chofe  to  encamp  in,  were  always  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
"  water,  where  great  fires  were  made,  in  order  to  heat  fome  large  ftones,  for  fod- 
"  dening  of  their  meat ;  here  large  pits  were  dug,  into  wliich  they  threw  a  layer  of 
"  ftones,  when  they  were  hot,  and  then  a  layer  of  fiefh,  covered  up  in  fedges  or 
"  rufhes  ;  then  another  courfe  of  ftones,  and  another  of  flefli,  till  the  pit  was  full, 
"  or  their  quantity  of  meat  was  finiflied.  While  their  food  was  ftewing  in  this  man- 
"  ner,  they  wafhed  their  heads,  necks,  &c.  till  they  had  cleanfed  themfelves  from  the 
"  dull  and  fweat,  occafioned  by  hunting  ;  and  this  contributed  as  much  to  take  off 
"  their  fatigue  as  it  did  to  promote  their  health  and  cleanlinefs.  When  they  were 
"  dreffed,  and  their  meat  was  ready,  they  uncovered  the  pits,  and  took  out  their  food, 
"  of  which  they  eat  large  quantities  with  great  chearfulnefs  and  fociability. 

"  If  their  exercife  led  them,  as  it  often  did,  to  too  great  a  diftance  to  return  to 
"  the  camp,  as  foon  as  dinner  was  ended  they  erefted  little  temporary  tents  or 
«  booths,  in  which  their  beds  were  laid  out,  and  conftrufted  with  great  exaflnefs. 
"  Next  the  ground  were  placed  tlie  fmall  branches  of  trees,  upon  wliich  was  ftrewed 
"  a  large  quantity  of  mofs,  and  over  all  were  laid  bundles  of  ruflies,  which  made  a 
«  very  commodious  lofl;;ing,  and  which,  in  the  old  manufcripts,  are  called  '  The 
"  Three  Beds  of  the  Irilli  Militia.'  The  marks  of  their  fires  continue  deep  in  the 
"  earth,  in  many  parts  of  the  ifland,  to  this  day;  and  wlien  the  hulbandman  turns  up 
"  the  black  burnt  clay  with  his  plow,  he  immediately  knows  the  occalion  of  it;  and 
"  even  now  that  foil  is  called  by  the  name  of  *  FuUacht  Finn.'  The  militia  were  as 
"  much  under  difcipline,  when  encamped  thus  in  the  fummer,  as  when  they  were  at 
"  quarters,  and  they  were  at  ftatcd  times  obliged  to  perform  tlieir  military  exercife. 
«'  Befides  thefe  re^;uIations  for  the  army,  the  celebrated  Finn,  who  was  as  great  a 
"  philofopher  ;is  a  general,  drew  up  feveral  axioms  of  jurifprudcnce,  which  were  incor- 
•*  poratcd  into  the  celcftial  judgments  of  the  ftatc."     Warner's  Hi/!,  of  Ireland,  p.  289. 

i^Ct    l1    f/>r'J^y         r       "^  Conan,  wherever  he  is  mentionel,  or  wherever  he  appears,  always  bears  the  fame 

- -»/•-'        I     charaQer  for  infolent  perverfencfs  ;  but,  like  Homer's  Therfites,  he  was  endured  ;  and 

^inu?    trf    ^i^Ut         I     probably  for  the  fame  reafon. 


t^,  t  f  cJ^-ii^i  .\ 


(     43     ) 

"  O  chief  of  Erin's  batt'Iing  hoft ! 

"  Whom  fliould  yon  navy  bring  ? — 
"  Haply  fome   Prince,   or  hero's  boaft, 

"  To   match  our  ivoncfrous  King ! 

"  Let  Fergus,  peaceful  Bard,  advance 

"  To  meet  their  haughty  lord ; 
"  He,  with  accuftom'd  art,  perchance 

"  The  threaten'd  blow  may  ward  f." 

"  Peace,  tongue  accurs'd,  bald,  froward  fool !" 

(The  graceful  Fergus  cry'd) 
*'  Think'ft  thou  I  move  beneath  thy  rule, 

"  To  go  or  to  abide  ? 

"  Yet,  for  the  Fenii,  I  will  go 

"  To  yon  infulted  Ihore, 
"  And  meet,  for  them,  the  daring  foe, 

"  Their  purpofe  to  explore." 

G  2  Bright 


f  In  the  tranflation  of  this  paflagc,  more  is  given  than  is  abfolutely  exprefled  in  the 
original,  but  not  more  than  is  implied  :  the  words  of  Conan  here  are  very  few ; — he 
only  fays  "  Who,  O  mighty  Finn  of  battles  !  who  fhould  there  be  but  fome  great 
«  chief,  or  prince,  coming  againft  thee  ? — let  Fergus  then,  with  his  confummate  art, 
<«  go  and  meet  him  ;  he  is  accuftomed  to  fuch  errands."  From  the  epithet  pcrverf', 
ox  froiunrd,  being  bellowed  on  Conan,  immediately  before ;  and  from  the  angry  reply 
of  the  ufually  gentle  Fergus,  I  collefted  the  full  force  of  the  intended  irony,  and  un- 
derllood  whatever  mv  tranflation  has  added. 


(     44     ) 

Bright  in  the  glittering  blades  of  war, 

The  youthful  Fergus  goes  ; 
Loud  founds  his  martial  voice  afar  ^, 

And  greets  the  diftant  foes. 

"  Whence  are  thofe  hofts  ?    Come  they  the  force 

"  Of  Finian  arms  to  brave  ? — 
"  Or  wherefore  do  they  fteer  their  courfe 

"  O'er  Erin's  gviarded  wave  ?" 

"  Mac-Mehee,  of  the  crimfon  fliields '', 
"  Fierce  Magnus  heads  our  bands, 

"  Who  Lochlin's  mighty  fceptre  wields, 
"  And  mighty  hofts  commands." 


"  Why 


s  "  With  us  (fays  Mr.  Walker)  as  with  the  ancient  Greeks,  (Iliad,  b.  v.)  before 
"  the  ufe  of  trumpets  was  known  in  our  armies,  it  was  tlie  bufinefs  of  thofe  Herald- 
"  bards,  (who  had  Stentoric  lungs,)  to  found  with  the  voice  the  alarm,  and  call  the 
"  fquridrons  together."     Hl/l.  Alein.  of  Ir'iflj  Bards. 

A  loud  and  well-toned  voice  was,  indeed,  peculiarly  neceffary  to  the  Bard  ;  fince, 
without  it,  it  was  impoffible  that  the  animated  exhortations  of  his  170-f'^-C<i'tiX 
could  be  heard,  amidft  the  din  of  arms. 

^  The  fhields  of  the  Danes  were  ufunlly  coloured  crimfon.  We  find  in  Holin- 
shed's  Chronicle,  where  he  defcribes  the  army  led  by  Hafculphus  againft  Dublin,  in 
the  reign  of  Henry  II.  that  "  their  lliields,  bucklers  and  targets,  were  round,  and 
"  coloured  red,  and  bound  with  iron."  Perhaps,  however,  it  is  only  in  a  figurative 
fenfe,  that  the  redjlneld  is  here  mentioned  by  the  poet,  as  having  been  often  dyed  in 
the  blood  of  the  enemy;  it  is  in  this  fenfe  that  we  frequently  read  of  the  red  /pear, 
the  red/word,   &c. 


(     45     ) 

"  Why  does  he  thus   our  coafts  explore, 
"  And  hither  lead  his  power  ? 

"  If  peace  conduds  him  to  our  fhore, 
"  He  comes  in  happy  hour." 

The  furious  Magnus  fwift  reply'd, 
With  fierce  and  haughty  boaft, 

(The   King  whofe  navy's  fpeckled '  pride 
Defied  our  martial  hofl.) 

"  I  come  (he  cried)  from  Comhal's  fon 
"  A  hoflage  to  obtain  ; 
And,  as  the  meed  of  conqueft  won, 
"  His  fpoufe  and  dog  to  gain\ 


"  His 


'B,-eac,  fpeckled.-I  have  nothing  but  conjeaure  to  offer  upon  this  epithet;  and 
muft  leave  it  to  thofe  who  are  better  verfed  in  Northern  antiquities,  to  determine  what 
knid  and  degree  of  ornament  is  here  meant. 

*  It  is  not  certain,  whether  fuch  a  demand  as  that  of  "  the  fpoufe  and  dog" 
was  ufua]  upon  fimilar  oecafions,  amongft  the  Scandinavian,  or  Celtic  nations. 
Among  the  Afiafcs  and  other  ancients,  it  was  the  cuftom  to  demand  «  earth 
and  water,  as  a  token  of  fubmiihon.  The  «  fpoufe  and  dog"  are  here  infilled  on, 
evdemly  m  the  fame  fenfe;  and  perhaps  it  was  the  pradife  of  the  Northerns  to 
uo  lo. 


(     46     ) 

"  His  Bran',  whofe  fleetnefs  mocks  tlie  wind, 

"  His  fpoufe  of  gentle  love : 
•"  Let  them  be  now  to  me  refign'd, 

"  My  mightier  arm  to  prove." 

"  Fierce  will  the  valiant  Fenii  fight, 

*'  And  thin  will  be  their  hoft, 
"  Before  our  Bran  fliall,  in  their  fight, 

"  Perform  thy  haughty  boafl ; 

"  And  Finn  will  fwell  green  Erin's  wave 
"  With  Lochlin's  "  blood  of  pride, 

"  Before  his  fpoufe  fhall  be  thy  flave, 
"  And  leave  his  faithful  fide." 

"  Now  by  that  generous  hand  of  thine, 

"  O  Fergus  !  hear  me  fwear, 
"  Though  bright  your  Finian  glories  fliine, 

"  And  fierce  you  learn  to  dare ; 


Or 


'  This  Bran  is  much  celebrated  in  many  of  tlic  Finian  tales  and  poems,  for  fidelity 
and  extraordinary  endowments. 

"  Lochlin  is  the  Gaelic  name  for  Scandinavia  in  general. 


(     47     ) 

"  Or  Bran  fliall  foou  the  dark-brown  deer 

"  O'er  Lochlin's  hills  piirfue  ; 
"  Or  foon  this  arm  fhall  teach  you  fear, 

"  And  your  vain  pride  fubdue." 

"  Though  ftrong  that  valiant  arm  you  deem, 
"  Whofe  might  fo  loud  you  boafl ; 

"  And  high  thofe  martial  troops  efteem, 
"  Whofe  numbers  hide  our  coafh ; 

"  Yet,  never  with  thy  haughty  will 

"  Shall  Erin's  chief  comply ; 
"  Nor  ever  deer,  o'er  Lochlin's  hill, 

"  Before  our  Bran  fliall  fly." 

Mild  Fergus  then,  his  errand  done, 

Return'd  with  wonted  grace  ; 
His  mind,  like  the  luichanging  fun", 

Still  beaming  in  his  face. 

Before 

»  The  reader's  attention  is  particularly  called  to  the  peculiar  beauty  of  this  image, 
and  indeed  of  the  whole  preceding  paflage.  How  exquifitely  is  the  character  of 
Fergus  fupported  !  He  greets  the  enemy  with  courtefy :  he  is  anfwered  with  in- 
folence ;  yet  ftill  retains  the  fame  equal  temper,  for  which  he  is  every  where  diftin- 
guifhed.  We  fee  his  fpirit  rife,  but  it  is  with  foinething  more  noble  than  refent- 
ment ;  for  his  reply  to  Magnus  breathes  all  the  calmnefs  of  philofophy,  as  well  as 
the  energy  of  the  patriot,  and  the  dignity  of  the  hero. 


(     48     ) 

Before  bright  Honor's  generous  chief, 

His  noble  fire,  he  goes  ; 
And  thus  unfolds,  in  accents  brief, 

The  meffage  of  his  foes. 

"  Why  Ihould  I,  from  the  valiant  ear, 
"  The  words  of  death  withhold ; 

"  Since,  to  the  heart  that  knows  no  fear, 
"  All  tidings  may  be  told. 

"  Fierce  Magnus  bids  thee  inftant  yield, 
"  And  take  the  granted  hour  ; 

"  Or  foon  the  dire  contefted  field 
"  Shall  make  thee  feel  his  pow'r ; 

"  Fleet-bounding  Bran,  his  deer  to  chafe, 
"  And  prove  his  mightier  arm ; 

"  And  thy  foft  love,  his  halls  to  grace, 
"  And  his  fierce  foul  to  charm  ; 

*'  Thefe  are  his  provid,  his  ftern  demands, 
"  Or  foon,  from  fliore  to  fliore, 

"  His  fpear  Ihall  defolate  thy  lands, 
"  And  float  thy  fields  with  gore." 


"  From 


(     49     ) 

"  From  me  fliall  my  foft  love  be  torn, 

"  A  flranger's  halls  to  grace  ? 

"  Or  my  fleet  Bran  away  be  borne 

"  A  Granger's  deer  to  chafe  ? — 

"  Oh  !  firfl  fliall  ceafe  this  vital  breath, 

"  And  ufelefs  be  this  blade ; 
"  And  low  in  earth,   and  cold  in  death, 

"  This  arm  be   powerlefs   laid ! 

"  O  Gaul!    fliall  thefe  redoubted  bands 

"  Stand  cold  and  filent  by ; 
"  And  hear  fuch  infolent  demands, 

"  And  not  to  vengeance  fly ! 

"  Shall  we  not  chafe  yon  vaunting  hoft, 

"  With  rout  and  death  away, 
"  And  make  them  rue  their  haughty  boafl:, 

"  And  rue  this  fatal  day  ? " 

"  Yes,  by  that  arm  of  deathful  might, 
"  O  Comhal's  noble  fon  ! 
Soon  fliall  our  fwords  purfue  their  flight, 
"  And  foon  the  field  be  won ; 

^  «  Yon 


(     50    ) 

"  Yon  King,  whofe  fliips  of  many  waves 

"  Extend  along  our  coaft, 
"  Who  thus  thy  power  infulting  braves, 

"  And  dares  our  gallant  hofk, 

"  Soon  fliall  this  arm  his  fate  decide, 

"  And,  by  this  vengeful  blade, 
"  Shall  that  fierce  head  of  gloomy  pride 

"  In  liumble  dull  be  laid  !" 

"  Not  {o  !   (with  eager  warmth  exclaim'd 

My  generous  fon  of  Love) 
"  Yon  King,  though  fierce,  though  widely  fam'd, 
"  Thy  Ofgur's  arm  fliall  prove  ! 

"  Soon  his  twelve  Judges'  tribe "  before 

"  My  valiant  troop  fliall  flee  ; 
"  And  their  proud  King  fliall  fall,  no  more 

"  His  ifle  of  boars  to  fee." 

"  No, 


''  In  the  original,  ctdH  dtl  TDrt  COnicl))UC-ilC  "DCag.  (tribe  of  the  twelve 
Counfellers  or  Judges).  "  Odin,  the  conqueror  of  the  North,  eftablifhed  in  Swe- 
"  den  a  fupreme  court,  compofcd  of  twelve  members,  to  afiift  liim  in  the  fun(n;ions 
"  of  the  prieflhood,  and  civil  government.  This,  doubtlefs,  gave  rife  to  what  was 
"  afterwards  called  the  fenate ;  and  the  fame  eftabliihmcnt,  in  like  manner,  took 
"  place  in  Denmark,  Norway,  and  other  Northern  flates.  Thefe  fenators  deciiled, 
<'  in  the  laft  appeal,  all  differences  of  importance  ;    they  were,  if  I  may  fo  lay,    the 

"  aflcffors 


(     5'    ) 

"  No,  mine"  (the  famed  Macluya ''  cry'd) 

"  Mine  be  yon  vaunting  foe  ! 
"  Mine  be  the  tafk  to  check  his  pride, 

"  And  lay  his  glories  low  ! 

"  Dark  Norway's  King  myfclf  will  meet, 

"  And  well  his  arm  employ  : 
"  For  danger,  in  thy  caufe,  is  fweet, 

"  And  life  is  rifqu'd  with  joy." 

"  No,  I  to  glorious  fame  will  fpring ! 

(Brown  Dermid  '  cry'd)  "  or  die  ; 
"  Mine  be  to  fneet  yon  ftranger  king, 

"  His  boafled  arm  to  try  ; 

H  2  "  Strong 


"  afleflbrs  of  the  prince ;  and  were   in  number  twelve,  as  we  are  exprefsly  informed 

"  by  Saxo,  in  his  Life  of  King  Regner  Lodbrog.     Nor  are   there  other  monuments 

"  wanting,  which  abundantly  confirm  this  truth.     We   find   in  Zealand,  in   Sweden, 

"  near  Upfal,  and,    (if  I   am   not  miflaken)  in  the   county  of    Cornwall  alfo,    large 

"  (tones,   to  the  amount  of  twelve,  ranged  in  the  form  of  a  circle,  and,  in  the  midft 

"  of  them,  one  of    fuperior  heighth.     Such,    in    thofe  rude   ages,    was  the   hall  of 

«'  audience  ;  the  ftones  that  formed  the  circumference  were   tJic  feats  of  the  fenators ; 

"  that  in  the  middle  was  the  throne  of  the  King."     Mallet's  Northern  /intiquities, 

p.  44,  note  °. 

''  Mac  Luigheach. 

'  For  an  account  of  Dermid  ;  fee  notes  on  The  Chafe. 


'  Foclan. 


(    S2     ) 

"  Strong  though  it  be,  it  foon  fliall  yield, 

"  While  in  thy  caufe  I  fight ; 
"  Or  foon  thefe  eyes,  on  yonder  field, 

"  Shall  clofe  in  endlefs  night." 

"  My  vifion  now  I  call  to  mind ! 

(The  ftarting  Fallan  '  cry'd) 
"  I  dream'd  that  with  the  Moorifli '  King, 

"  Alone  the  fight  I  try'd  : 

"  At  length,  methought,  one  lacky  aim 
"  Struck  off  his  gloomy  head  ; 

"  And  thence  my  foul  forebodes  otir  fame, 
"  And  fees  our  glories  fpread  !" 

"  Blefh  be  your  fouls,  ye  arms  of  war " ! 

(The  blooming  Finn  exclaim'd) 
"  May  victory  bear  yovir  triumphs  far, 

"  To  diflant  nations  fam'd ! 


"  But, 


'  T?)5  t]^e-  lid  b«^e-ctj1  tl^OftW. — LlteraUy  "  the  King  of  the  country  of  the 
Moors."  This  feems  a  flrange  paflage,  and  I  muft  confefs  myfclf  unable  to  conjeifture 
whence  it  could  liave  taken  rife,  or  what  connedlion  there  could  have  been  between 
the  Irifli  and  tlie  Moors. 

"  How  natural  and  how  beautiful  is  this  burfl  of  feeling  !  We  fee  the  aftecf^ions  of 
Finn  exult  ftill  more  in  the  attachment  of  his  heroes,  tlian  his  pride  docs  in  their 
prowefs. 


(    53    ) 

"  But,  my  brave  troops !  your  chief  alone, 

"  Shall  chief  in  danger  be  ; 
"  And  Magnus  fliall  be  all  my  own, 

"  Whatc'er  the  fates  decree. 

"  Strong  though  his  arm,  the  war  to  wage, 

"  I  mean  that  arm  to  try ; 
"  Nor  from  his  might,  nor  from  his  rage, 

«  Shall  Erin's  chieftain  fly  \" 

Then,  girding  on  each  warlike  blade, 

And  glorying  in  their  might. 
Our  martial  hoft  advanc'd,  array 'd, 

And  ardent  for  tlie  fight. 

Aufpiclous  arms  around  us  blaz'd  \ 
Each  thigh  its  weapon  grac'd ; 

And,  on  each  manly  fhoulder  rais'd, 
A  fpear  of  war  is  plac'd. 


Each 


*  There  is  not  one  of  the  heroes  who  fpeaks  with  fo  much  modefty  as  Finn,  the 
greateft  of  them  all.  The  reft  promife,  with  confidence,  a  certain  fuccefs  to  their 
valour ;  he  alone  fpeaks  without  a  boaft,  and  is  modeft,  though  determined. 

t  The  pagan  Irifh  had  a  cuftom,  which  was  introduced  by  the  Tuatha-de-Danans, 
of  ufing  charms,  to  enchant  their  weapons,  previous  to  their  going  to  battle  ;  but 
perhaps,  by  the  word  aufpicious,  the  poet  oiiJy  means  that  their  weapons  had  been 
tried  and  vidlorious  in  fight. 


(     54     ) 

Each  chief  with  ardent  valour  glows, 
To  prove  the  faith  he  fwore ; 

And  forth  we  march,  to  meet  the  foes 
Encamp  d  upon  the  llioie. 

No  mirth  condudls  the  night  along ; 

No  wax  ^  illumes  our  board  : 
Nor  fafFron  %  banquet,  wine  or  fong, 

The  darkfome  hours  afford. 

At  length  we  fee  grey  morning  rife 

Upon  its  early  dew  ; 
And  the  firft  dawn  of  eaflern  fkies 

Gives  Lochlin's  hoft  to  view. 

Before  us,  on  the  crouded  fhore, 
Their  gloomy  flandard  rofe, 

And  many  a  chief  their  navy  bore, 
And  many  princely  foes. 


And 


''■  It  appears  ftrange  to  meet  with  nuax-lights  amongft  the  antient  Iridi,  but  thofe 
mentioned  in  this  paflage  were  probably  a  part  of  the  plunder  of  the  Roman  pro- 
vinces. 

^  I  cannot  conjedlure  the  reafon  why  faffron  is  here  introduced,  and  mufl 
therefore  difmifs  the  paflage  without  any  thing  more  than  a  faithful  adherence  to  my 
original. 


(    ss    ) 

And  many  a  provid  and  bolTy  fliield, 
And  coat  of  martial  mail '', 

And  warlike  arms  of  proof  they  wield, 
To  guard,  or  to  afTail. 


And 


•>  We  here  fee  a  niarkeJ  difference  between  the  arms  and  appearance  of  either 
hod.  The  troops  of  Magnus  are  covered  with  flcel  ;  but  we  meet  with  no  coats  of 
mail  amongft  the  chiefs  of  the  Fenii. 

"  It  fhould  feem  (fays  Mr.  Walker)  that  body  armour  of  any  kind  was  un- 
<«  knowni  to  the  Irifli  previous  to  the  tenth  century,  as  we  find  King  Muirkertach,  in 
••  that  century,  obtaining  the  afcititious  name  of  Aluirkertach  na  geochall  croccann, 
"  for  fo  obvious  an  invention  as  that  of  the  leathern  jacket.  Yet  coats  of  mail  are 
"  mentioned  in  the  Brehoa  laws,  and  the  word  mail  is  fuppofed  to  be  derived  from 
"  ma/a  in  Irifli.  Though  the  poets  *  of  the  middle  ages  defcribe  the  heroes  of  Oifin, 
«  as  fhining  in  poliflied  fteel,  no  relic  of  that  kind  of  armour  has  efcaped  the  wreck 
"  of  time  in  Ireland ;  nor  has  there  even  a  fpecimen  of  the  brafs  armour,  in  which 
"  it  is  faid  the  Danes  fo  often  met  the  Iri(h,  fallen  under  my  obfervation.  Smith 
"  indeed  tells  us  that  corfelets  of  pure  gold  were  difcovered  on  the  lands  of  Clonties 
«  in  the  county  of  Kerry  f  ;  but  thefe  might  have  been  left  there  by  the  Spaniards, 
"  who  had  a  fortification  called  Fori  del  Ore,  adjoining  thofe  lands. 

"  That  the  bodies  of  Irilhmen  fliould  have  been  totally  defencelefs  with  refpecH:  to 
"  armour,  during  their  feveral  bloody  contefts  with  the  Danes,  I  am  neither  prepared 
«  to  admit  nor  deny;  but  I  confefs  myfelf  inclined  to  think,  that  their  inflexible 
"  attachment  to  their  civil  drefs  would  not  yield  to  the  fafliion  of  the  martial  garb 
««  of  their  enemies,  though  it  gave  thofe  people  an  evident  advantage  over  them  m 
«  the  field  of  battle.  It  is  however  certain  that  the  Englilh  did  not  find  them  cafed 
"  in  armour  %■"     Hijl.  EJfa^  on  the  Drefs  and  Armour  of  the  Irlp,  p.  1 06. 

•  The  poet  before  us  is,  however,  (as  well  as  many  others)  an  exception. 

f  Kat.  and  Civ.  H'lJI.  of  Kerry,  p.   187      One  of  thefe  corfelets  was  purchafed  by  Mr.  O'Hali.or.w,   the 
gold  of  which  was  fo  dudile,  as  to  roll  up  Uke  paper.     InlroJ.  to  HtJI.  of  IreianJ,  p.  JIo. 

J  Vide  SPENCER'i  Stjtt  of  IreianJ. 


(     56     ) 

And  many  a  fword  with  fluds  engrav'd' 

In  golden  pomp  was  tliere  ; 
And  many  a  filken  ftandard  wav'd 

Its  fplendid  pride  in  air. 

And  many  a  chief  in  fight  renown'd, 

Finn  of  the  banquets  led, 
And  many  a  helmet ''  darkly  Irown'd 

On  many  a  valiant  head. 


And 


<^  I  am  not  certain  whether  thefe  four  lines  relate  to  the  troops  of  Magnus,  or  thofe  of 
Finn,  and  have  therefore  purpofely  given  to  the  tranflation,  the  fame  ambiguity  which 
is  found  in  tlie  original.  It  is,  however,  moft  probable  that  the  poet  here  fpeaks  of 
the  Fenii,  becaufe  the  two  lines  from  which  this  verfe  is  tranflated  begin  a  ftanza  in 
the  original,  and  in  the  third  line,  "  Finn  of  the  banquets"  comes  in.  However, 
"  Golden-hilted  fwords  have  been  found  in  great  abundance  in  this  kingdom  ;  and 
"  we  are  told,  in  the  Life  of  St.  Bridget,  that  the  king  of  Leinfler  prefented  to  Dub- 
"  tachus,  her  father,  a  fword  ornamented  with  many  coftly  jewels,  which  the  pious 
"  virgin  purloined  from  Dubtachus,  and  fold  for  the  charitable  puvpofe  of  relieving 
<'  the  neceffities  of  the  poor."     -HI/}.  Effay  on  the  Drefs  and  Armour  of  the  IriJJj,  p.  i  18. 

"■  At  what  period  helmets  were  firft  worn  in  Ireland,  is  a  matter  of  mere  con- 
jeQure.  That  they  were  in  ufc,  previous  to  the  tenth  century,  is  certain,  from 
fome  coins,  difcovered  in  the  Queen's  county,  in  the  year  1786;  [Tranf.  of  the  Royal 
Iri/I}.  Acad.  1787.  See  alfo  SimonV  Effay  on  Ir'tfh  Coins. J  But  how  much  earlier,  or 
of  what  kind  of  metal  they  were  formed,  I  have  never  been  able  to  ilifcover.  Mr. 
Walker's  memoirs  of  our  ancient  armour,  give  an  account  of  a  goklcn  helmet,  which 
was  found  in  the  county  of  Tipperary ;  it  is  defcribed  as  refembling  in  form  a 
huntfman's  cap,  with  the  leaf  in  front  divided  equally,  and  elevated,  and  the  fcull 
encompafTed  with  a  ribband  of  gold  crimped.  Golden  helmets  are  fometimes,  but 
feldom,  mentioned  in  the  Irifh  poems  which  have  fallen  under  my  obfervation ;  but 
with  helmets  of  fome  fort,  all  their  warriors  are  armed.     Chgad  in  general  they  are 

called, 


(    57    ) 

And  many  a  warlike  axe '  was  there, 
To  hew  the  ranks  of  fight ; 

And  many  a  glittering  fpear '  in  air 
Arofe  with  {lately  height. 


And 


called,  but  hardly  ever  defcribed ;  and  wlien  tliey  are,  it  is  in  fuch  figurative  language, 
that  one  cvi  neither  determine  on  the  form,  nor  the  material  of  which  they  are  com- 
pofed.  "  The  (Irong  helmet,"  and  ^'  The  dark  frowning  helmet,"  are  the  moft  common  ; 
but  fometimes  we  meet  with  "  The  golden  helmet,"  "  The  helmet  enwreathed  with 
•»  gold,"  and  "  The  helmet  blv.zin^  with  gems  of  the  Eaft."  Thefe  latter  are  in 
general  defcribed  as  a  part  of  the  armour  of  foreigners,  not  of  Irifli. 

'  The  IriHi  were  particularly  expert  intheufe  of  the  Cllcti-CdCct,  or  battle-axe. 
Cambrenfis,  in  fpcaking  of  this  dreadful  weapon,  as  wielded  by  our  countrymen,  fays, 
■"  They  make  ufe  of  but  one  hand  to  the  axe,  when  they  flrike,  and  extend  their 
<'  thumb  along  the  handle,  to  guide  the  blow,  from  which  neither  the  crefted  helmet 
"  can  defend  the  head,  nor  the  iron  folds  of  the  armour,  the  body  ;  whence  it  has 
<'  happened,  in  our  time,  that  the  whole  thigh  of  a  folJier,  though  cafed  in  well- 
"  tempered  armour,  hath  been  lopped  off  by  a  fingle  blow  of  the  axe  ,  the  whole 
«  limb  falling  on  one  fide  of  the  horfe,  and  the  expiring  body  on  the  other." 

^  A  great  number,  and  a  variety  of  fpear-heads  have  been  found,  in  different  parts 
of  this  kingdom.  The  CollecJaiu-a  de  Rebus  Hiheruid!  has  furniflied  drawings  of  feve- 
ral,  and  feveral  more  are  given  in  Mr.  Walker'/  Memoir  on  the  Armour  of  the  IriJJj. 

Stanihurst  has  defcribed  the  dexterous  manner  in  wliich  the  Irifli  ufe  the  fpear 
or  lance.  "  They  grafp  (fays  he)  about  the  middle,  heavy  fpears,  which  they  do  not 
"  hold  pendant  at  their  fides,  under  their  arms,  but  hurl  with  all  their  ftrength  over 
"  their  heads."  In  fpight  of  the  incommodious  length  of  thefe  weapons,  Harris 
tells  us,  that  the  Irifh  ufually  call  them  with  fuch  might,  as  no  Haubergeon  or  coat 
of  mail  were  proof  againll  tlicir  force,  but  were  pierced  through  on  both  fides. 
Hibern.  p.  52. 

I  The 
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And  many «  a  chief  of  martial  fame, 
And  prince  of  mighty  fway, 

All  rang'd  beneath  our  banners  came 
That  memorable  day. 

Bright  waving  from  its  flaff,  in  air, 
Gall-grcna^  high  was  rais'd, 

With  gems  that  India's '  wealth  declare, 
In  radiant  pomp  it  blaz'd. 


The 


The  helmet,  the  fword,  thcaxe,  and  the  fpear,  are  the  only  arms  with  which  the 
poet  before  us  has  furniflied  t!ie  Irifh  troops  *,  tliough  to  the  enemy  he  has  given 
coats  of  mail,  and  fhields ;  and  this  circumftance  fo  far  confirms  the  moft  correft 
ideas  that  we  have  been  enabled  to  form  of  ihe  arms  of  our  ancient  countrymen. 
This,  however,  does  not  invalidate  the  authority  and  antiquity  of  other  poems,  in 
which  we  find  fome  of  the  moft  difliinguilhed  chiefs  of  the  Fenii  pofTelTed  of  fliiclds  •, 
not  the  wicker  target,  but  of  metal,  and  fometimes  embofied  with  gold.  Thefe  we  may 
very  well  fuppofe  vi-ere  trophies  borne  away  from  vanquiflied  enemies,  and  therefore, 
though  we  fliould  find  them  Hill  more  frequently  mentioned,  it  would  not  be  a 
matter  of  wonder. 

s  The  repetition  of  the  word  many  is  exa£lly  literal  ;  it  had  an  admirable  effcft  in 
the  original,  and,  I  thought,  alfo,  appeared  well  in  an  Englilh  dri;fs. 

*'  The  blazing  fun. — This  was  the  celebrated  ftandard  of  the  Finian  general. 

'  The  words  in  the  original  are  clOClfZ)  C)}1(r  <fHO)fl,  i.  e.  precious  ftoncs  from 
the  country  of  the  call. 

•  Even  the  target  is  not  mentioned ;  but  tl:is  appcari  only  an  omiflion  of  the  poet,  for  it  it  certain   that  it 
>vai  univcrfally  in  ufc  amongll  the  auticnc  Irilh. 
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The  next  in  rank,  and  next  in  name, 

Gaul's  Fiiillahig-torr'igb  '  rofe, 
Attendant  on  its  mafter's  fame, 
;^nd  dreadful  to  his  foes  ; 

Oft,  while  the  field  of  death  he  brav'd, 

Triumphant  in  his  might. 
High  o'er  the  ranks  its  beauty  wav'd, 

And  led  the  rage  of  fight ! 

At  length  we  mov'd  ; — then  was  the  fliock  ! 

Then  was  the  battle's  roar  ! 
Re-echoing  fhouts  from  rock  to  rock 

Refounding,  fliook  the  ihore  ! 

With  tenfold  might  each  nerve  was  flrung ; 

Each  bofom  glow'd  witli  flame  ! 
Each  chief  exulting,  forward  fprung, 

And  ru£h'd  to  promis'd  fame  ! 

The  foe  recoil'd  ? — fierce  on  we  preft, 

For  freedom  or  for  death  !  — 
Each  arm  to  vengeance  was  addreft, 
-  And  vidory  galp'd  for  breath* 

>  The  ftandard  of  the  tribe  of  Monii. 

I  2  Almoft 
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Almoft  the  bloody  field  was  won, 
When  through  the  ranks  of  fight, 

Dark  Lochlin's  king,  and  Comhal's  fon, 
Rufli'd  forth,  like  flame,  to  fight. 

Round  on  their  falling  hofts,  their  eyes 
With  rage  and  grief  they  threw  ; — 

Then,  fwift  as  bolts  from  angry  Ikies, 
They  fierce  to  vengeance  flew  ! 

Each  Chief,  with  the  colleded  rage 

Of  his  whole  hofl:  was  fir'd ; 
And  dire  was  the  fufpence,  O  Sage  ! 

That  dreadful  fight  infpir'd  ! 

As  when  two  finewy  fons  of  flame 

At  the  dark  anvil  meet  ; 
With  thundering  found,  and  ceafelefs  aim 

Their  mighty  hammers  beat : 

Such  are  the  fierce  contending  kings  ! 

Such  ftrokes  their  fury  fends  ; 
Such  thunder  from  their  weapons  rings, 

And  fparkling  flame  afcends  ! 


Dire 
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Dire  was  die  rending  rage  of  fight. 
And  arms  that  ftream'd  with  gore  j 

Until  dark  Lochlin's  ebbing  might 
Proclaim'd  the  combat  o'er. 

Beneath  the  ffi±gh±7'  Finn  he  lay. 
Bound  '  on  the  blood-flain'd  field  ; 

No  more  to  boafl  his  martial  fway, 
Or  hoftile  arms  to  wield. 

Then,  bafe  of  fowl,  bald  Conan  fpoke — 
"^  Hold  now  the  King  of  Spears, 

"  Till,  with  one  juft  and  vengeful  ftroke, 
*'  I  eafe  our  future  fears !" 

"  Ungenerous  chieftain  that  thou  art ! 

(The  haplefs  Magnus  cry'd) 
"  With  thee  no  inercy  can  have  part ; 

"  No  honor  can  abide  ! 


Not 


'  From  this,  and  many  fimilar  paflages,  It  appears  that  our  ancient  countrymen, 
in  their  martial  contefts,  thirfted  rather  for  honor  than  for  blood.  In  the  heat  and 
confufion  of  a  mixed  engagement,  numbers  were  neceflarily  flaughtered ;  but,  where- 
ever  mercy  could  be  fhewn,  we  find  that  ihe  conqueror  fpared  the  life  of  even  his 
bitterefl  enemy,  and  was  content  with  the  honor  of  laying  him  "  bound  on  the 
«  field." 
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"  Not  for  thy  favovir  e'er  to  call 

«  My  foul  il^all  I  abafe ; 
"  Beneath  a  hero's  arim  I  fall, 

*'  Beneath  a  hero's  grace." 

"  Since  then  to  me  the  glory  fell 

"  Thy  A^aloiir  to  fubdue, 
"  My  arm  fliall  now  thy  foes  repel, 

"  Nor  injure  thofe  who  fue. 

"  For  thou  thyfelf  an  hero  art "", 
"  Though  Fortune  on  thee  frown  ; 
/J-**  -Rife  therefore  free,  and  free  depart, 
"  With  unimpair'd  renown. 

"  Or  chufe,  ftrong  arm  of  powerful  might ! 

"  Chufe,  Magnus,  now  thy  courfe : 
"  -With  generous  foes  in  peace  unite, 

"  Or  dare  again  their  force. 

"  Better 


""  The  ancient  Irifli  have  been  repeatedly  ftigmatifed  with  the  name  of  Barbarians. 
Their  fouls,  their  manners,  and  their  language,  were  thought  alike  incapable  of  any 
degree  of  re(inement.  The  reader  will  eafdy  judge  how  little  of  the  marks  of  barba- 
rifm  appear  in  the  pafTige  before  us;  yet  tliis  poem  has  been  the  favourite  of  many  cen- 
turies ;  and  its  antiquity  has  never  been  queftioned,  though  the  date  cannot  be  exa<niy 
afccrtaincd.  Here,  however,  it  may  be  urged,  that  we  do  not  contend  for  its  being 
of  prior  date  to  the  middle  ages.  Docs  this  then  invalidate  the  proof?  and  were 
we  kfs  barbarians,  when  torn  with  civil  broils,  and  foreign  invafions,  tlian  when  we 
were  a  conquering  and  flourilhing  people  ? 
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"  Better  our  friendfliip  to  engage, 

"  And  be  in  peace  ally'd, 
"  Than  thus  eternal  warfare  wage, 

"  Defying  and  defy'd." 

"  O  never  more  my  arm,  through  life, 
"  Againft  thee,  Finn,  fliall  rife  ! 

"  O  never  fuch  ungrateful  flrife 
"  Shall  Mehee's  fon  devife  ! 

"  And   O  !  that  on  their  hills  of  fnow 
"  My  youths  had  ftiU  remain'd, 

"  Nor  thus  againfl  a  generous  foe 
"  Unprofperous  war  maintain'd ! 

"  Exulting  in  their  confcioiis  might, 
"  And  glorying  in  their  fame, 

"  And  gay  with  fpoiJs  of  many  a  fight, 
"  And  fluili'd  witli  hope  they  came  ! 

«  (O  fad  reverfe !  O  fatal  hour ! 

"  In  mangl'd  heaps  to  die  !) 
"  Too  might)'  Erin  !  to  thy  power, 

"  Pale  vidims,  here  they  lie." 


Thus 
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Thus  was  the  mighty  battle  won 

On  Erin's  founding  fliore  ; 
And  thus,  O  Clerk  !  great  Comhal's  fon 

The  palm  of  valour  bore  ! 

Alas  !  far  fwecter  to  my  ear 

The  triumphs  of  that  day, 
Than  all  the  pfalming  fongs  I  hear, 

Where  holy  zealots  pray. 

Clerk,  thou  haft  heard  me  now  recite 

The  tale  of  Lochlin's  fliame. 
From  whofe  fierce  deeds,  and  vanqulfh'd  might, 

The  battle  took  its  name. 

And  by  that  hand,  O  blamelefs  fage ! 

Hadfl  thou  been  on  the  fhore, 
To  fee  the  war  our  chiefs  could  wage ; 

The  fway  their  prowefs  bore  : — 

From  Laogare's  fweetly  flowing  ftream  ", 

Had'ft  thou  the  combat  view'd. 
The  Fenii  then  thy  thoughts  would  deem 

With  matchlefs  force  endued. 


Thou 


^  In  hopes  of  being  able  to  afcertain   the  fcenc   of  tliis  battle,  I   liave   endeavoureil 
to  find  which  of   our  rivers  was  anciently  called  by  the   name  of  Laogare's  Stimm, 

but 
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Thou  haft  my  tale, — Tho'  memory  bleeds, 

And  forrow  waftes  my  frame, 
Still  will  I  tell  of  former  deeds, 

And  live  on  former  fame  ! 

Now  old, — the  ftreams  of  life  congeal'd, 

Bereft  of  all  my  joys  ! 
No  fword  this  withered  hand  can  wield, 

No  £pear  my  arm  employs  °. 

Among  thy  clerks,  my    laft  fad   horn* 

Its   weaiy  fcene   prolongs  ; 
And  pfdms  muft  now  fupply  the  pow'r 

Of  victory's  lofty  fongs. 

but  in  vain.     I  can  difcover  nothing  more  of  it  than  what  the  poem  points  out,  tliat  it 
is  near  to  and  within  fight  of  the  fea. 

°  How  beautifully  pathetic  is  the  clofe  of  this  poem  !  Surely  every  reader  of  fenfi- 
bility  muft  fympathife  with  a  fituation  fo  melancholy,  and  fo  very  feelingly  defcribed  ! 


K 


III. 


The         CHASE: 


POEM. 


K  a 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


MT  cunofity  rcfpeaing  the  Poem  of  The  Chafe,  ivas  firjl 
awakened  by  a  long  extract  from  it,  zvhlcb  I  fa-w  in  Mr.  Walker's 
Memoirs  of  the  Irifli  Bards.  /  accordingly  -wrote  to  that  Gentleman, 
to  requef  an  entire  copy  of  it,  and  alfo  his  opinion  refpeBing  the  age 
in  -which  it  -was  compofed ;  together  -with  any  anecdotes  upon  the 
ftibjea,  -which  his  kno-wkdge  of  Irifj  Antiquities  might  enable  him  to 
afford  me.  To  this  requef  I  received  an  anf-wer,  froin  -which  I  have 
obtained  Mr.  A\^alkerV  permifion  to  give  the  folio-wing  extrafl,  as  an 
iiHroduElion  to  the  Poem. 

"  /  am  happy  to  fnd  that  my  -ivork  has  been  the  means  of  intro- 
"  ducing  the  Poem  of  Tlie  Chalb  to  your  notice.  It  is  indeed  eminently 
"  deferving  of  the  judgment  you  have  paffcd  upon  it.  The  fory  is  ex- 
«  tremely  intere/ling,  and  admirably  well  conduced;  and  for  brilliancy 
"  'iffi'in;  and  powers  of  defcription,  we  may  almof  rank  the  author 
"  with  Ariofto  himfelf" 

"  T  am  forry  I  cannot  afford  you  all  the  information  I  could  wif 
"  upon  tkefubjea  of  this  beautiful  Poem  :  indeed  I  have  little  more  to 
"  offer  than  vague  conjedlure.^'' 

"  The  legend  which  either  gave  rife  to,  or  was  taken  from  the  Poem 
"  (f  The  Chafe,  is  frequently  alluded  to,  in  many  of  the  written,  as 

"  zvell 
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"  u^ell  as  traditional  tales  of  the  Ir'ip.  It  is  alfo  ingenioiijly  interwoven 
"  with  the  romance  of  fe]f  rjje  Cd)m)il.  Of  its  antiquity  I  cannot 
"  fpeak  -with  any  certainty  ;  all  my  enquiries  concerning  the  author^  and 
"  the  age  in  -which  it  -was  written,  have  been  unfuccefsful.  Nor  can 
"  wc  give  it  (at  leaf  in  its  prefcnt  drefs,)  either  to  Oifin,  or  to  any 
"  other  poet  of  the  age  in  which  he  lived.  The  marks  of  a  claffcal 
"  hand  appear  frequently  throughout  the  whole;  and  the  mention  of 
"  bells  alfo  fccm  to  bring  it  forward  to  more  modern  times ;  fo  that 
"  I  far  wefjojdd  rifk  an  error  in  afcribing  it  to  any  period  earlier  than 
"  the  middle  ages." 

"  /  have  never  had  an  opportunity  of  vifiting  the  fcene  of  this 
"  Poem,  though  I  often  faw  Slieve  Guillen,  at  fotne  difance,  as  I 
"  travelled  through  the  county  of  Armagh.  But  a  friend,  whofe 
"  hifincfs  often  leads  him  to  that  mountain,  drew  up,  at  my  requef,  the 
"  following  defcription  of  it,  in  which  you  will  fnd  nmition  of  the 
"  lake  %vhere  the  poet  tells  us  the  gallant  Finn  paid  fo  dearly  for 
"  his  complaifance,  when  he  fought  the  Enchantref  s  ring ;  and  alfo 
"  of  the  cave  whence  foe  ijfucd,  when  preffed  by  the  Finian  heroes  to 
"  refore  their  beloved  chief  to  his  prifine  form" 

'  /  am  tenant  to  a  lady  for  ^Y\t\t  Guillen,  (fays  my  correfpondent,) 
*  and  often  vifit  it,  during  thefummer,  to  fee  my  cattle.  In  July  lafy 
*^  (1788)  /  went  over  the  extent  of  this  mountain  :  Frofn  bottom  to  top  it 
'  is  reckoned  two  ?uilcs.  On  the  fimmit  there  is  a  large  heap  of  f  ones, 
'  which  is  called  Cailleach  Birrn's  Houfe  ;  in  which  it  is  faid  that 
'  Finn  Mac  Cumhal  lies  buried ;  and,  at  an  hundred  paces  difance,  on 

'  nearly 
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'  nearly  the  fame  level,  there  is  a  circular  lake,  the  diameter  of  zvhich 
'  is  about  one  hundred  feet ;  and  is  about  tijventy  deep.  On  one  fdc  cf 
'  this  lake,  another  heap   of  f  ones  is  piled ;    and  round  it,   at  all  fea- 

*  fons,  is  a  beaten  path,  leading  to  the  Old  Lady's,  or  Witch's  Houfe. 
'  Lately,  fonie  peafants,   cxpe£ting  to  fnd  out  this   old  'u:oman,    (ivho, 

*  however,  has  at  no  time  thought  proper  to  appear,)  threw  down  her 
'  houfe,  and  came  to  a  large  cave,  about  twenty  feet  long,  ten  bread, 
'  and  fve  deep,  covered  with  large  fags,  in  which  either  the  dame, 
'  or  money  was  expeBed,  but  only  a  few  human  bones  were  fund. 
'  From  thefummit  of  this  mountain,  if  the  day  happens  to  be  clear,   you 

*  command  an  extenfive  view  of  Lough-Neagh,  and  all  the  circum- 
'  jaccnt  country,^ 

Mr.  Walker,  after  this  dcfcription  of  the  mountain  by  his  friend, 
adds  his  regret  that  he  was  not  pojfejfed  of  a  complete  copy  of  The 
Chafe  ;  but  I  afterwards  procured  one  from  Maurice  Gorman,  of 
this  city  (a  profeffor  of  the  Irifh  language),  and  from  that  copy  I  have 
made  my  tranflation. 


The 


The  chase 


A  POEM. 


"OisiN.      St.  Patrick. 

OisiN.         kJ    S  O  N  of  Calphruin  ! — f;ige  divine  ! 
Soft  voice  of  heavenly  fong, 
Whofe  notes  around  tlie  holy  llirine 
Sweet  melody  prolong ; 


Did 


*  There  are  numberlefs  Irifh  poems  ftill  extant,  attributed  to  Oifm,  and  either 
addrefled  to  St.  Patrick,  or  like  this,  compoltd  in  the  form  of  a  dialogue  between 
the  Saint  and  the  Poet.  In  all  of  tiieni,  the  antiquary  difcovers  traces  of  a  later 
period  than  that  in  which  Oifm  flouriflied ;  and  moft  of  them  are  fuppofed  to  be  the 
compofitions  of  the  eighth,  ninth  and  tenth  centuries.  But  be  they  of  what  age 
tbey  may,  as  produftions  abounding  with  numberlefs  beauties,  they  plead  for  prefer- 
vation,  and  recommend  tliemfclves  to  tafte  :  and  as,  (at  the  very  lateft  period  to  which 
it  is  poiTible  to  afcribe  them,)  tliey  muft  certainly  ixlate  to  an  age  of  much  antiquity, 

L  and 


(     74     ) 

Did  e'er  my  tale  thy  curious  ear 
And  fond  attention  draw, 

The  flory  of  that  Chafe  to  hear. 
Which  my  fam'd  father  faw  ? 

The  Chafe,  which  fiiagly  o'er  the  plain, 
The  hero's  (leps  piu-fu'd  ; 

Nor  one  of  all  his  valiant  train 
Its  wond'rous  progrefs  view'd. 

Patrick.       O  royal  bard,  to  valour  dear, 

Whom  fame  and  wifdom  grace, 
It  never  was  my  chance  to  hear 
That  memorable  Chafe. 

But  let  me  now,  O  bard,  prevail  1 
Now  let  the  fong  afcend  ; 

And,  thro'  the  wonders  of  the  tale. 
May  trutli  thy  words  attend  ! 


OlSIN, 


and  refle£t  much  light  on  manners,  cuftoms  and  events  that,  in  confequence  of 
modern  pyrrhonifm,  have  been  doubted  to  have  ever  exifted,  they  furely  have  a  high 
and  ferious  claim  to  attention,  and  call  eqv  lUy  upon  the  poet,  the  hiftorian,  and  the 
pubiic-fpiritcd,  to  preferve  thcfe  reliques  of  ancient  genius  amougft  us!  But  IriJIjmen 
— ail  of  diem  at  iealt  who  would  be  thought  to  pride  themfelvcs  in  the  niimc,  or  to 
refle<il  back  any  part  of  the  lionor  they  derive  from  it ; — they  are  particularly  called 
upon,  in  favour  of  their  couutty,  to  rcfcue  thcfe  little  fparks  from  the  aflics  of  her 
former  glory. 


(    75    ) 

OlsiN.         O  Patrick! — to  the  Finian  race 
A  falfehood  was  unknown ; 
No  lie,  no  impvitation  bafe 

On  our  clear  fame  was  thrown ; 

But  by  firm  truth,  and  manly  might 

That  fame  eftablifh'd  grew, 
Where  oft,  in  honorable  fight  ""j 

Our  foes  before  us  flew. 

Not  thy  own  clerks,  whofe  holy  feet 

The  facred  pavement  trod. 
With  thee  to  hymn,  in  concert  fweet, 

The  praifes  of  thy  God  ; 

Not  thy  own  clerks  in  truth  excell'd 

The  heroes  of  our  line, 
By  honor  train'd,  by  fame  impell'd 

In  glory's  fields  to  fhine  ! 

O  Patrick  of  the  placid  mien, 

And  voice  of  fweetefl  found  ! 
Of  all  thy  church's  walls  contain 

Within  their  hallow'd  round, 

L  2  Not 


"  The  heroes  of  ancient  Ireland  were  fworn  never  to  attack  an  enemy  at  any  difad- 
vantage.    O'Hallokan. 


(    76    ) 

Not  one  more  faithful  didfl:  thoa  know 

Than  Comhal's  noble  fon, 
The  chief  who  gloried  to  beflow 

The  prize  the  bards  had  won  <^ ! 

Were  Morni's  valiant  fon  "^  alive, 
(Now  in  the  deedlefs  grave,) 

O  could  my  wifli  from  death  revive 
The  generous  and  the  brave  I 


Or 


'  In  all  thefe  poems,  the  characi^er  of  Oifin  is  fo  inimitably  well  fupported,  that 
■we  lofe  the  idea  of  any  other  bard,  and  are  for  a  time  perfuaded  it  is  Oifin  himfelf 
who  fpeaks.  We  do  not  feem  to  read  a  narration  of  events,  wherein  the  writer  was 
neither  a  witnefs,  nor  a  party : — it  is  the  Son, — the  Father, — the  Hei-o, — the  Patriot 
who  fpeaks  ;  who  breathes  his  own  paffions  and  feelings  on  our  hearts,  and  compels 
our  fympathy  to  accompany  all  his  griefs ;  while,  in  a  llrain  of  natural  and  impaf- 
fioned  eloquence,  he  defcants  on  the  fame  and  virtues  of  a  parent  whom  he  defcribes 
as  at  once  fo  amiable,  and  fo  great;  and  bewails  the  lofs  of  all  his  former  friends, 
kindred,  and  companions,  and  laments  his  own  forlorn  and  difconfolate  (late,- in 
apoftrophes  that  pierce  the  very  foul  of  pity  ! — Befides  paflages  which  occur  in  this,  and 
the  two  poems  of  Magnus  and  Moira  borb,  the  (tJcttJ  Xm  0)%n  "]  pct."0f^'Vf5 
exhibits  a  very  pathetic  in.lauce,  where,  lamenting  the  lofs  of  his  father  and  his  cele- 
brated Fenii,  he  exclaims,  "  To  furvive  them  is  my  depth  of  woe  !  the  banquet  and 
"  the  fong  have  now  no  charms  for  me  !  Wretched  and  old, — the  poor  fulitary  rem- 
"  nant  of  the  Fenii  !  Why, — O  why  am  I  \ct  alive  ? — Alas,  O  Patrick  !  grievous  is  my 
"  (late  ! — the  laft  of  all  my  rare  ! — My  heroes  are  gone  !  my  flremxth  is  gone  ! — 
<'  Bells  I  now  hear,  for  the  fungs  of  my  bards  ;  and  age,  blinduefs  and  woe  are  all 
"  that  remain  of  Oifin  !" 

"  The  celebrated   GoU,  or  Caul  Mac  Morni.     He    is  a   favourite  hero,  in  mofl  of 
the  Fian  talcs ;  and  is   in   general   ranked   next  to   Finn-Mac-Cumhal,  and  equal  to 
Ofgur,  in  point  of  prowtfs.     Great  as  is  Oifin's  partiality  in  favour  of  the  heroes  of 
his  own  race,    yet  we  find  him,  on  all  occafions,   doing  ample  juflice  to  the  cha- 
racter 


(     77    ) 

Or  Mac-0'Dhuivne%  graceful  form^ 

Joy  of  the  female  fight ; 
The  hero  who  would  bread  the  ftorm 

And  dare  the  unequal  fight. 

Or  he  whofe  fword  the  ranks  defy'd, 
Mac-Garra,  conquefl's  boaft, 

Whofe  valour  would  a  war  decide. 
His  fingle  arm  an  hofl  \ 

Or  could  Mac-Ronan  ?  now  appear. 

In  all  his  manly  charms  ; 
Or — Oh  my  Ofgur '" !  wert  thovi  here, 

To  fill  my  aged  arms  ! 


Not 


Taller  and  valour  of  a  chief,  who  was  not  allied  to  his  family,  and  whofe   tribe   had 
even,  at  diiTerent  times,  been  their  very  bittereft  enemies. 

•  Diarmad,  or  Dermot  Mac  O'Dhuivne.  This  hero  was  celebrated  for  his  extra- 
ordinary beauty,  and  the  graces  of  his  form :— but  we  find  he  was  not  lefs  brave 
than  beautiful. 

f  Poffibly  this  was  the  Mac  Garraidh  Mac  Morni,  king  of  Connaught,  mentioned 
in  the  "VVar-Ode  to  Ofgur  at  the  battle  of  Gabhra.  His  having  been,  at  that  time,  the 
enemy  of  the  Fenii,  would  not  be  a  reafon  fufEcient  to  prevent  the  poet  from  making- 
Oifin  fpeak  thus  highly  of  him  here; — on  the  contrary,  the  Irifh  heroes  were  in- 
ftrufted,  from  their  youth,  to  refpe£l  a  brave  enemy ;  and  made  it  a  point  of  honor 
to  fpeak  of  them  in  honorable  terms.  It  is  very  feldom  that  an  inftance  to  the  con- 
trary occurs,  as  the  attentive  reader  will  perceive,  through  the  whole  courfe  of  thefe 
poems. 

s  Caoilte  Mac  Ronain ;  he  is  a  very  diftinguifhed  chief  amongft  the  Fenii,  and  a 
favourite  with  all  their  poets. 

"  Ofgur,  the  fon  of  OiCn,  who  was  killed  at  the  battle  of  Gabhra. 


(     78    ) 

Not  tKen,  as  now,  fliould  Calphruin's  fon, 

His  fermons  here  prolong  ; 
With  bells,  and  pfalnis,  the  land  o'er-run, 

And  hum  his  holy  fong  ! 

If  Fergus '  liv'd,  again  to  fing, 

As  erfl,  the  Fenii's  flinie  ; 
Or  Daire  \  who  I'wcetly  touch'd  the  (Iring, 

And  thrill'd  the  feeling  frame  ; 

Your  bells,  for  me,  might  found  in  vain, 

Did  Hugh  the  little,  live  ' ; 
Or  Fallan's  ">  generous  worth  remain, 

The  ceafelefs  boon  to  give  j 


Or 


'  Fergus,  the  brother  of  Oifin,  and  chief  poet  of  the  Fcnii.  See  Dijf.  on  the 
War-Ode. 

^  We  find  nothing  particular  related  of  this  Daire,  further  than  his  ITcill  in  mufic. 
This  enchanting  fcience,  as  well  as  poetry,  was  cultivated  by  the  chiefs  of  antient 
Ireland. 

'  Hugh,  or  Aodh  beag  Mac-Finn. 

°  We  meet  tliis  hero  again,  in  the  poem  of  Magnus. 


(     79 


Or  Conan  bald ",  tlio'  oft  his  tongue 

To  rage  provok'd  my  breaft  ; 
Or  Finn's  fmall  dwarf",  whofe  magic  fong 

Oft  luU'd  the  ranks  to  refl. 

Sweeter   to  me  their  voice  would  feeno. 

Than  thy  pfalm-finging  train  ; 
And  nobler  far  their  lofty  theme, 

Than  that  thy  clerks  maintain  ! 

Patrick.  Ceafe  thy  vain  thoughts,  and  fruitlefs  boafts  j 
Can  death  thy  chiefs    reftore  ? — 
Son  of  the  King  of  mighty  hofts. 
Their  glories  are  no  more. 


Confide 


"  For  the  character  of  Conan,  fee  the  notes  on  the  preceding  poem. 

"  It  is  not  eafy  to  determine  whether  the  poet,  here,  only  means,  that  this  dwarf 
had  a  voice  of  that  particular  cadence,  as  naturally  to  incline  his  hearers  to  flecp  ;  or 
whether  he  means  to  afcribe  to  him  the  actual  powers  of  magic.  Upon  the  fubjeft 
of  the  dwarf,  I  have  only  conjefture  to  offer.  In  the  learned  and  curious  work  of 
Monf.  Mallet,  we  find  that,  amongft  the  nations  of  the  North,  the  Laplanders 
were  confidered  as  dwarfs,  on  account  of  the  comparative  lownefs  of  their  ftature  j 
and  alfo,  that  their  extreme  ingenuity  in  the  mechanic  arts,  which  a  difpofition  of 
mind,  naturally  pacific,  gave  them  leifure  and  inclination  to  purfue,  had  acquired 
them  the  reputation  of  being  fkilled  in  magic.  Perhaps  the  little  Being  here  men- 
tioned might  have  been  one  of  thofe.  Oifin,  we  fee,  piqued  at  the  infinuation  of 
St.  Patrick,  takes  pains  to  fliew  him,  that,  from  the  firit  of  the  heroes,  down  to  the 
lad  •,  even  the  very  dwarf  that  belonged  to  Finn,  was  dearer,  and  more  acceptable  to 
hun  than  he  was. 


(     So     ) 

Confide  in  him  whofe  high  decree 
O'er-rules  all  earthly  power  ; 

And  bend  to  him  thy  humble  knee, 
To  him  devote  thy  hour ; 

And  let  thy  contrite  prayer  be  made 
To  him  who  rules  above  ; 
♦  Entreat  for  his  almighty  aid, 

For  his  protecfling  love  ! 

Tho'  (with  thy  perverfe  will  at  flrife,) 
Thou  deem'ft  it  flrange  to  lay, 

He  gave  thy  mighty  father  life. 
And  took  that  life  away. 

OisiN.        Alas !  thy  words  fad  import  bear, 
And  grating  founds  impart ; 
They  come  with  torture  to  mine  car, 
And  anguifli  to  my  heart ! 

Not  for  thy  God  thefc  torrents  fpring, 
That  drain  their  weeping  Iburce, 

But  that  my  Father,  and  my  King, 
Now  lies  a  lifelcfs  corfe  ! 


Too 


(     8i     ) 

Too  much  I  have  already  done, 
Thy  Godhead's  fmile  to  gain ; 

That  thus  each  wonted  joy  I  fhun, 
And  with  tliy  clerks  remain  ! 

The  royal  robe,  the  focial  board, 

Mufick  and  mirth  are  o'er, 
And  the  dear  art  I  once  ador'd 

I  now  enjoy  no  more ; 

For  now  no  bards,  from  Oilin's  hand. 

The  wonted  gift  receive  " ; 
Nor  hounds,  nor  horn  I  now  command, 

Nor  martial  feats  atchieve  I 


M  O  Innisfail ! 


P  All  IrlQi  Hiftorlcs,  Chronicles  and  Poems,  concur  in  teftimony  of  the  high  re- 
fpecl  in  which  the  office  of  the  Bard,  and  the  favours  of  the  Mufe,  were  foimerly  held 
In  tills  kingdom.  Oifm,  at  once  a  Hero  and  a  Bard,  is  fuppofed  to  have  felt  equally 
for  both ;  as  a  Bard,  to  have  felt  the  dignity  and  importance  of  thofe  talents,  which 
had  power  to  confer  the  immortality  of  fame,  that,  as  a  Hero,  he  fo  ardently  de- 
fired.  We,  therefore,  are  not  to  wonder  if  we  find  him  frequently  recurring  with  a 
pleafed,  yet  melancholy  retrofpe£lion,  to  thofe  happy  days,  when  he  joined,  to  the 
luxury  of  bellowing,  the  glory  of  encouraging  an  art,  of  which  he  was  himfelf  a 
mafter. 


(       82       ) 

O  Innisfail !  thy  Oifin  goes 
To  guard  thy  ports  no  more; 

To  pay  with  death  the  foreign  foes 
Who  dare  infult  thy  fliore  "■ ! 


I  fpeak 


1  Dr.  Hanmer,  in  Iiis  Chronicle,  gives  us  a  long  lift  of  the  chieftains,  under  the 
command  of  Fiun-Mac-Cumal,  who  were  p^nticularly  sppointcd  to  the  care  of  the  har- 
bours of  Ireland ;  at  the  end  of  which  he  adds,  "  Thcfe  were  the  chiefe  commanders 
««  by  direction  from  Fin  M'Koyll,  who  tooke  farther-  order  that  beacons  fliould  be  fet 
"  up  in  fundrie  places  of  the  land,  where,  in  time  of  danger,  they  might  have 
"  direction  for  reliefe,  and  to  draw  a  head  for  tlieir  defence. 

'  We  find  Oifin,  in  this  pafT.ige,  does  not  appear  fo  old,  or  fo  infirm,  as  he  is  re- 
prefented  in  many  other  of  the  Fian  Poems  ;  on  the  contrary,  he  laments  —not  his 
inability — but  the  religious  reflraints  which  detain  him  from  the  field.  Perhaps  the 
poet  here  means  to  fliew  the  over  ftrained  zeal  of  the  early  Chriftian  mifiionaries, 
•who,  finding  the  Irifh  chiefs  fo  paffionately  devoted  to  military  glory  ;  fo  haughty, 
hich  fpirited  and  impatient  of  injury,  thought  it  impoffible  ever  to  bow  their  minds 
to  the  doclrine  of  meeknefs,  Mithout  carrying  it  abfolutely  to  an  extreme,  that  ex- 
ceeded the  teafonable  bounds  prefcribed  by  its  divine  Teaclier.  They  were,  however, 
fuccefsful : — the  fame  enthufiafm  that  led  our  heroes  to  the  field,  foon  after  plunged 
them  into  cloiftcrs.  Still  it  was  a  fenfe  of  duty ;  the  obje£l  only  was  changed ; 
through  an  unhappy  error,  they  thought  themfclves  performing  an  acceptable  fervice  to 
heaven,  by  contradifling  the  very  purpofes  for  which  heaven  defigned  them  ;  by  re- 
fufing  to  fulfil  the  obligations  of  aftive  life,  and  withdrawing  alike  from  the  fphercs  of 
domeftic  and  public  duty,  to  devote  themfclves  to  the  auilerities  of  fecludcd  penitence, 
produttive  only  of /W/W(/«i7/,  inftead  of  ^e'wm/ advantage.  Still,  however,  they  were 
impelled  by  an  ardour  to  perform,  in  its  fulielt  extent,  that  fervice  vi  hicli  they  con- 
ceived to  be  their  duty  J  and  therefore,  for  the  confequcnces  of  fuch  a  miftake,  they 
were  more  to  be  pitied  than  condemned. 

Of  the  fame  nature  were  the  motives  that  influenced  the  hofts  of  Ifrael  (confidcr- 
ing  only  tlie  /i'/.V;-  of  tlie  law,)  to  fubmit  themfclves  tamely  to  the  fwords  of  their 
enemies,  rather  than  defend  their  lives,  at  the  hazard  of  oflcnding  heaven,  by  what, 

they 


C    83    ) 

I  fpeak  not  of  the  fafl  fevere 

Thy  rigid  faith  has  taught ; 
Compar'd  with  all  the  reft  I  bear, 

It  is  not  worth  a  thought, 

Patrick.       O!  Oifin  of  the  mighty  deed! 
Thy  folly  I  deplore ; 
O  !   ceafe  thy  frenzy  thus  to  feed, 
And  give  the  fubjedl  o'er. 

M  2  Nor 


they  conceived,  would  be  a  breach  of  the  fabbatb  d;iy.  But  Mattathias,  and  his 
heroic  fons,  more  enlightened — not  lefs  religious  than  their  miflaken  countrymen, 
flood  forth  and  faid,  "  If  we  all  do  as  our  brethren  have  done,  and  fight  not  for  our 
"  lives  and  our  laws,  againil  the  heathen ;  they  will  now  quickly  root  us  out  of 
"  the  earth.  Whoever  iTiall  come  to  make  battle  with  us,  on  the  fabbath  day,  wc 
"  will  fight  againft  him  ;  neither  will  we  die  all,  as  did  our  brethren  !" — And  the  cou- 
fequence  was,  that  "  the  work  profpered  in  their  hands,  and  they  recovered  the  law 
"  out  of  the  hands  of  the  Gentiles,  and  out  of  the  bauds  of  Kings,  and  fuffered 
"  not  finners  to  triumph."     Maccabc-a,  b.  i.  ch.  2. 

But  the  Irifli,  lefs  inftrucled  in  the  J/'Irit  of  true  reilgion  than  the  fons  of  Ifrael  had 
been,  did  not  fo  foon  perceive,  and  recover  from  their  error ;  an  error  to  which,  Mr. 
O'Halloran  thinks,  we  may  in  part  attribute  the  fuccefs  of  Danifli  invafions, 
and  of  Englifh  arms  in  Ireland ;  for,  while  fuch  numbers  of  their  princes  and  chiefs 
abandoned  the  government,  and  tl:e  d.-fence  of  their  country,  for  the  barren  duties  of 
a  cloiftcr,  the  remaining  patriots,  who  faid^  "  Let  us  fight  for  our  lives  and  our  laws 
"  againft  the  heathen,"  were  not  always  fufficient  to  the  tafk.  Thofe  of  their  princes 
and  nobility,  who  were  led  away  by  a  noble,  but  unhappy  miftake,  had  they  enter- 
tained the  true  fenfe  of  what  Chriftian  duty  demanded,  would  have  been  the 
braveft  defenders,  the  firmeft  friends  of  their  country;  but,  deprived  of  them,  ihe 
remained,  for  the  moft  part,  a  prey  to  foreign  invaders ;  or  elfe,  torn  by  the  tumults  of 
her  own  factious  fons, — too  few  of  her  nobler  offspring  remaining  for  her  de- 
fence. 


(     84     ) 

Nor  Finn,  nor  all  the  Finian  race. 
Can  with  his  power  compare, 

Who  to  yon  orbs  afligns  their  place. 
And  rules  the  realms  of  air ! 

For  man  yon  azure  vault  he  fpreads, 
And  clothes  the  flow'ry  plains  ; 

On  every  tree  foft  fragrance  fheds, 
And  blooming  fruit  ordains  ! 

'Tis  he  who  gives  the  peopl'd  ftream, 

Replete  with  life  to  flow  ; 
Who  gives  the  Moon's  refplendant  beam. 

And  Sun's  meridian  glow  ! 

Would'fl  thou  thy  puny  King  compare 

To  that  Almighty  hand, 
Which  form'd  fair  earth,  and  ambient  air, 

And  bade  their  powers  expand  ? 

OiSlN.  It  was  not  on  a  fruit  or  flower 

My  King  his  care  beft;ow'd ; 
He  better  knew  to  fhew  his  power 
In  honor's  glorious  road. 


To 


(     85     ) 

To  load  with  death  the  hoftile  field  ; 

In  blood,  his  might  proclaim ; 
Our  land  with  wide  protedlion  fliield, 

And  wing  to  heaven  his  f;ime  ! 

In  peace,  his  tranquil  hours  to  blefs, 
Beneath  foft  beauty's  eye  ; 

Or,  on  the  chequer'd  field  of  chefs  % 
The  mimic  fight  to  try ; 


Or 


*  t)~C)lt,  is  the  Irifli  name  for  Chefs.  "  I  have  not  been  able  to  find  the  Irifh 
"  names  of  the  men  of  this  game,  but  it  was  univerfally  played  by  the  ancient  nobi- 
"  lity  of  Ireland.  Dr.  Hyde  fays,  the  old  Irifh  were  fo  greatly  addicted  to  chefs, 
«  that,  amongft  them,  the  poflcflion  of  good  eflates  has  been  often  decided  by  it  : 
"  and,  adds  he,  there  are  fome  eftates,  at  this  very  time,  the  property  whereof  ftill 
"  depends  upon  the  iflue  of  a  game  at  chefs.  For  example,  the  heirs  of  two  certain 
"  noble  Irilh  families,  whom  we  could  name,  (to  fay  nothing  of  others,)  hold  their 
"  lands  upon  this  tenure,  viz.  that  one  of  them  fhall  encounter  the  other  at  chefs,  in 
'•  this  manner ;  that  which  ever  of  them  conquered,  fliould  feize  and  poflcfs  the 
"  eftatc  of  the  other.  Therefore,  (fays  the  doctor,)  I  am  told  they  manage  the  affair 
"  prudently  among  themfelves ;  once  a  year  they  meet,  by  appointment,  to  play  at 
'*  chefs  ;  one  of  them  makes  a  move,  and  the  other  fays,  I  will  confidcr  how  to 
"  anfwer  you  next  year.  This  being  done,  a  public  notary  commits  to  writing  the 
"  1  .nation  of  the  game ;  by  which  method,  a  game  that  neither  has  won,  has  been, 
"  and  will  be  continued  for  fome  hundred  of  years. 

"  I  find,  in  the  old  Brehon  Laws,  that  one  tax,  levied  by  the  Monarch  of 
"  Irebiid,  on  every  province,  was  to  be  paid  in  chefs-boards,  and  complete  fets  of 
"  mi  n  :  and  that  every  briiigh  (or  inn-holder  of  the  ftates,)  was  obliged  to  furnifli 
"  trav.-llers  with  fait  provifions,  lodging,  and  a  chefs-board,  gratis."  Vallancey's 
IriJIj  Grammar,  £jfiy  on  the  Celtic  Lang.  p.  85. 


(     86     ) 

Or  Sylvan  fports  ',  that  well  befeem 

The  martial  and  the  brave  ; 
Or,  plung'd  amid  the  rapid  dream, 

His  manly  limbs   to  lave. 

But,  when  the  rage  of  battle  bled  ! 

Then — then  his  might  appear'd. 

And  o'er  red  heaps  of  hoftile  dead 
His  conquering  flandard  rear'd  ! 

Where  was  thy  God,  on  that  fad  day, 

AVhen,  o'er  lerne's  wave, 
Two  heroes  ploiigh'd  the  wat'ry  way. 

Their  beauteous  prize  to  fave  ? 

From  Lochlin's  King  of  Ships,  his  bride, 

His  lovely  Queen  they  bore. 
Through  whom  unnumber'd  warriors  dy'd. 

And   bath'd  in  blood  our  Ihore ". 


Or 


See  O'Conor's  DiJJiitntions,  p.  loi. 


"  A  note  for  this  pafTige  was  furniflieil  from  LitOjT)  ^llflgC-ctT)  n'lOjfl, 
(i.  e.  the  Poem  of  Airgcaii  the  Great)  in  tlie  collection  of  J.  C.  Walker,  Efcj;  tlic 
flory  of  which  is  briefly  this. 

Two  heroes,  (TMac-Connacher  anil  Ainle,)  were  forgotten  by  Finn  at  his  feafl : 
They  refented  the  negleft  of  their  chief,  defcrtcd  from  his  flandard,  and  went  over  to 
tliat  of  his  enemy,   Airgean,   King  of  Lochlin. 

The 


I 


87  ) 


Or  on  that  clay,  when  Tailk's "  proud  might 

Invaded    Erin's   coaft ; 
Where   was  tliy  Godhead  in  that  fight, 

And  where  thy  empty  boafl  ? 


While 


The  graceful  beauty  of  Aiule's  form,  infpiring  the  young  Queen  of  Lochlin  with  a 
guilty  and  fatal  paflion,  fiie  fled  with  l.im  and  his  friend  to  Ireland,  whither  they  were 
purfued  by  the  furious  King,  who  determined,  if  poflible,  to  iacrifice  all  the  Fenii, 
for  the  crime  of  a  fingle  hero.  The  poet  exprefsly  tells  us,  that  Finn  would  have 
compelled  the  guilty  pair  to  make  all  the  reparation  which  the  nature  of  the  cafe 
would  admit  of;  and  further,  offered  from  himfelf  fuch  conditions  of  peace,  as  he 
thought  might  prevent  the  neceffity  of  his  fighting  in  fo  diflionorable  a  caufe : — but 
his  overtures  were  rejedled  with  difdain,  and  he  was  conftrained  to  the  iffue  of  a 
battle.  The  flaughter  on  each  fide  was  dreadful ;  the  Irifn,  in  the  end,  were  vi£lo- 
rious.  Ainle  himfelf  was  killed  in  the  engagement ;  but  the  poet  does  not  deign  to 
take  any  further  notice  of  the  unhappy  partner  of  his  crimes. 

^  Tailk  or  Tailc  Mac  Trein. — A  Poem  on  this  fubjeft  is  in  tlie  fame  colleftion  with 
■Ca-\X  oi  Alrgeati  the  Great;  there  is  alfo  another  copy  of  it,  entitled  L-CtO)"D  CHOC  rt)|t 
11  Cl  |1  (i.  e.  the  Poem  of  the  Hill  of  Slaughter).  It  contains  fome  beauties,  but, 
upon  tlie  whole,  is  fcarce  worth  tranfiation.  The  flory,  however,  is  here  extra<^cd, 
to  gratify  any  curiofity  that  may  be  excited  by  the  line  to  which  this  i;ote  refers. 

A  Grecian  Princefs  flies,  in  difguft,  from  the  brave,  but  fierce  and  deformed  Tailk 
Mac  Trein,  whom  her  father  had  compelled  her  to  marry,  and  folicits  the  proteiftion 
of  the  Finian  commander.  He  grants  it,  of  courfe,  but  his  generofity  cofts  him  dear. 
Tailk  purfues  his  wife,  and  fights  the  Fians,  who  refufe  to  give  her  up  to  him.  After 
an  incredible  flaughter,  he  is  at  length  fubducd,  and  killed  by  Ofgur,  tlie  grandfon  of 
Finn. 

The  Princefs  beholds  the  havoc  flie  has  occafioned,  and  overcome  by  the  emotions 
of  giief,  terror,  and  fufpence,  which  flie  had  fuffered,  during  the  conflict,  and  fliock- 
ed  I  )  fee  the  numbers  of  her  generous  protectors,  that  had  fallen  in  her  defence,  (he 
fniks  beneath  the  preflure  of  her  feelings,  and  expires  in  the  niidfl  of  her  fur- 
viving  deliverers. 


(     88     ) 

While  roiincl  the  braveft  Fenii  bled, 

No  help  did  he  beftow ; 
'Twas  Ofgxir's  arm  aveng'd  the  dead, 

And  gave  tlie  glorious  blow ! 

Where  was  thy  God,  when  Magnus  came  >'  ? 

Magnus  the  brave,  and  great ; 
Tlie  man  of  might,  the  man  of  fame, 

Whofe  threatening  voice  was  fate  ! 

Thy  Godhead  did  not  aid  us  then  ; — 

If  fuch  a  God  there  be, 
He  fliould  have  favour'd  gallant  men. 

As  great  and  good  as  he  ! 

Fierce  Anninir's  wide-wafting  fon, 

Allean "",  of  dreadful  fame. 
Who  Tamor's  treafures  oft  had  won, 

And  wrapt  her  walls  in  flame  ; 

Not  by  thy  God,  in  fingle  fight, 

The  dcathful  hero  fell ; 
But  by  Finn's  arm,  whofe  matchlcfs  might 

Could  ev'ry  force  repel ! 


Vide  Pi)cm  of  JlLig/ws  the  Great. 


In 


=  No  connc(f^cil,  or  probable  account,  has  been  learned  of  this  hero,  and  his  con- 
qucfts. 


(     89    ) 

In  ev'ry  mouth  his  fame  wc  meet, 
Well  known,  and  well  believ'd  ;- 

I  have  not  heard  of  any  feat 
Thy  cloudy  King  atchiev'd. 

Patrick.       Drop  we  our  fpeech  on  either  fide, 
Thou  bald   and  fenfelefs  fool " ! 
In  torments  all  thy  race  abide  ", 
While  God  in  heaven  fliall  rule. 


OlSIN. 


•  It  muft  be  owned,  this  railing  is  rather  of  the  coarfefl ;  but  our  poet  feems  more 
partial  to  his  heroes  than  to  his  faints,  or  he  would  hardly  have  put  this  language  into 
the  mouth  of  the  good  bilhop. 

•>  In  the  2l5vttltlril  0)f,11  1  pcfD|l'V?5  (i.  e.  Dialogue  between  OiGn  and  St. 
Patrick),  the  Saint  gives  his  reafon  for  fuppofing  what  he  here  aflerts. 

p.     ){  ttiige-alt  te-  t>ie-iitici)f  net  ccoti, 
S'le-  |i]ct|t  net  fludj  5<ic  lit, 
2l5uf  5d-n  fMnittine-cfD  ^^  "Djct, 
?Lcct  ifjoti  na  b-^)1xn  atrtjrii. 

Ctt  fe-  y\)^^)OX)  (tla5rti, 
2Lti  «fect|t  6ti"D  ftcpti  {t5  bfionat)  cffi- 
2Vnc)]\]c  <c-<x-^w[\\,xih<x]{  tt)|\  "Diet, 
Cct  ■{£-  ctrc)5  iict  bpjctn  >f£t  h]\un. 

In  Englilh, — "  It  is  becaufe  his  whole  time,  and  delight,  were  engrofl'ed  by  the  plea- 
"  fures  of  the  chafe,  and  the  pomp  of  warlike  hofts  ;  and  becaufe  he  never  beftowed  a 
*'  thought  upon  God,  that  Finn  of  the  Fenii  is  in  thraldom. —  He  is  now  confined  in 

N  "  torment ; 


(     90     ) 

OisiN.  If  God  then  rules,  why  is  the  chief 

Of  Comhal's  gen'rous  race 
To  fiends  confign'd,  withont  relief 
From  juftice,   or  from  grace  ? 

When,  were  thy  God  himfelf  confin'd, 
My  King,  of  mild  renown, 

\Vould  quickly  all  his  chains  unbind, 
And  give  him  back  his  crown. 


For 


«  torment ;  nor  does  all  his  wealth,  or  generofity  avail  him,  for  the  want  of  piety  to- 
"  wards  God  : — for  this  he  is  now  in  forrow,  in  the  Manfion  of  Pain." 

To  thefe  lines,  immediately  follows  a  paflage,  that  very  much  refembles  this  part  of 
The  Chafe. 

2)ti  tiidjitecfD  "fttoloiti,  ttguf  gotl, 

2L5  "OYifie-,  110  itg  2)^«t 

f{)  bejc  "fjoii  lid  h>f.)<x}\  fitdftii  •' 

2)ci  itidj^ectf)  clamict  f/o^fiiie-  fc)5, 
f{o  clctniid  6cto)f  j;iic-  f))i  bet  cjieaii, 
2!>o  be^|i-o5f  f'joii  ajtidc, 
;V"o  Z3c-)i  dii  cc-dc  <tcct  -^ejii ! 

In  Englifii, — "    If   Fallan   and    Gaul  now  furvived,    Dcrn>ot  of   the   dark-brown 
•'   locks,   and   Ofgur  of  the  mighty  arm  ; — nor  man, — no   nor  even  Deity,   fhould  have 

«<  power  toidetyin  their  King  in  bondage! If  the  tribe  of  Morni  yet  lived,  or   the 

««  heroes  of  iJoifline's   gallant  race  ; — forth  from  thence  their  mighty  Finn  would  they 
"  bring,  or  rend  the  infernal  dominion  from  its  unmortal  ruler  !" 


I 


I 


(     91     ) 

For  never  did  his  generous  breafl 

Rejetft  the  feeUng  glow  ; 
Refufe  to  fuccour  the  diftreft, 

Or  flight  the  captive's  woe. 

His  ranfom  loos'd  the  prifoner's  chains, 

And  broke  the  dire  decree  ; 
Or,  with  his  hofts,  on  glory's  plains, 

He  fought  to  fet  them  free  " ! 

O  Patrick  !  were  I  fenfelefs  grown, 

Thy  holy  clerks  fliould  bleed, 
Nor  one  be  fpar'd,  to  pour  his  moan 

O'er  the  avenging  deed  ! 

Nor  books,  nor  crofiers  Ihould  be  found. 

Nor  ever  more  a  bell '', 
Within  thy  holy  walls  fliould  found, 

Where  prayers  and  zealots  dwell. 

N  1  Patrick. 

'  WTiat  a  beautiful  idea  of  the  cliarafter  of  Finn,  thefe  wild  ftanzas  convey  ? 

•^  "  Small  bells,  (fuch,  we  mean,  as  were  appended  to  the  tunic  of  the  Jewifli 
«  high  prieft,  and  afterwards  employed  by  the  Greeks  and  Romans,  for  various  reli- 
"  gious  purpofes,  but  particularly  to  frighten  ghofts  and  demons  from  their  temples,) 
"  — were  undoubtedly  introduced  with  Chriftianity  into  this  kingdom ;  being  then 
"  univerfally,  as  now,  tingled  occafionally  at  the  altars  of  the  Roman  Catholics,  by 
"  the  officiating  prieft.     Their  ufe  amongft  the  Chriltian  clergy  is  fuppofed    to   be 

"  coeval 


(    92    ) 

Patrick.     O  Oifm,  of  the  royal  race  ! 
The  adtions  of  thy  fire, 
The  king  of  fmiles,  and  courteous  grace, 
I,  with  the  world,  admire  ; 

Thy 

"  coeval  with  their  religion ;  ami  the  miflionnries  wlio  were  fent  to  convert  the 
"  pagan  Irifli,  would  not  omit  bringing  with  them  an  appendage  of  their  profcfhon 
"  v.hich  is  ftill  thought  fo  neceilary. 

"  But  the  period  at  which  large  bells,  for  belfries,  Mere  firfl  ufcd  here,  is  not  fo 
<'  eafy  to  determine.  Primate  Uflier  informs  us,  that  bells  were  ufed  in  the  churches 
"  of  Ireland  in  the  latter  end  of  the  feventh  century  ;  but  as  he  does  not  afcertain 
"  the  fize  of  the  bells,  nor  mention  belfries,  we  may  conclude  he  only  means  the 
"  fmall  bells  alluded  to  above.  Sir  John  Hawkins,  on  the  authority  of  Polyd. 
'•  Virgil,  afcribes  the  above  invention  of  fuch  bells  as  are  fufpendcd  in  the  towers, 
<<  or  ftecplcs  of  churches,  to  Paulinus  of  Nola,  about  the  year  400;  but  W.  Strabo 
"  aflures  us,  that  large  fufpendcd  bells  were  in  his  time  (in  the  ninth  century)  but 
"  a  late  invention.  Now,  as  the  perfecuted  Chriftians,  in  the  infancy  of  the  church, 
"  dared  not  openly  avow  their  profeffion,  much  lefs  publicly  fummon  a  congregation 
"  by  the  found  of  a  bell,  we  are  inclined  to  lean  to  Strabo's  ailurance  ;  fo  that  we 
"  cannot  venture  to  give  an  higher  antiquity  to  large  fulpended  bells  in  this  kingdom, 
"  than  the  calm  which  immediately  fucccedcd  the  expulfion  of  tlie  Danes  ;  at  which 
"  time,  according  to  Walfh,  the  ChrilUan  clergy  converted  the  round  towers  into 
"  fteeple-houfes,  or  belfries  ;  '  from  which  hotter  ufe  of  them  (continues  he,)  it  is,  that 
'  ever  fmcc,  to  this  prcfent  time,  they  are  called,  in  Irifli,  Clogbteachi ;  that  is, 
'  belfries,  or  bell-houfes,  ckc  and  clog  fignifying  a  bell,  and  teach,  a  houfc,  in 
'   that  !i:!iguagc."      HiJ}.  Alcni.  of  the  Irijh  Bdrds,   p.  93. 

Of  the  large  fufpendcd  bell,  Mr.  Walker  certainly  fuppofes  the  poet  to  fpeak,  when 
he  fays,  that  "  the  nicnticii  of  bells  fcems  to  bring  the  poem  for^vard  to  more  modern 
"  limes."  But  this  gentleman,  not  having  the  original  of  the  paflage  now  before  us  to 
lonfult,  did  not  perfedlly  recoiled:  the  precife  words  that  mull  determine  the  diftinc- 
tion.  There  is  not  the  leail  mention  of  a  fl;eeple  or  belfry  j — the  words  are  /imply 
thefe — -MO  clOg  11  d  trftCtJ:  rtVJ  "CO  C]ii  (literally)  "  nor  a  bell  of  prayer  time  in 
"  thy  church-,"  'C]\^t.  is  in  the  genitive  cafe,  yet  I  conceive  that  it  mull  mean 
"  a  bell  at  pravcr  time,"  (of  or  during  the  time  of  prayer).  The  reader  is,  liowever, 
at  liberty  to  decide. 


(     93     ) 

Thy  (lory  therefore  I  await, 
And.  thy  late  promlfe  claim, 

The  Chafe's  wonders  to  relate,, 
And  give  the  tale  to  fame. 

OisiN.  O  Patrick  !  tho'  my  forrowing  heart 

Its  fond  remembrance  rend, 
I  will  not  from  my  word  depart, 
Howe'er  my  tears  defcend  ! 

Full  joyous  paft  the  feflive  day 

In  Almhain's  ftately  hall  % 
Whofe  fpears,  with  fludded  fplendours  gay, 

lUum'd.  the  trophy'd  wall. 


The 


'  Almhain,  or  Almhuin  (pronounced  Alwin)  the  palace  of  Finn  Mac-Cumhal,  in 
Leinfter  :  It  was  built  on  the  top  of  the  hill  called,  from  it,  "  The  Hill  of  Allen,"  in 
the  county  of  Kildare. 

In  the  hY\lt  0)^)11  (i.  e.  Rhapfody  of  Oifin)  wherein  he  gives  an  account  of  the 
feven  celebrated  battalions  of  the  Fenii,  there  is  a  paflage,  partly  defcriptive  of  the 
palace  of  Almhain,  its  csconomy,  feafts,  fee. 

XO  CO }Irt)ftC  |1C-  ItIO  l)T), 

'*15^  '^)or)  ^c-  5cic  not, 

"ce-jc  cce-it-0  ca^x-n  50  b'^l^A-(^ 

iio  Met  ccnc-n{^^h  oj^\. 

-^0 


(     94     ) 

The  fcafl  was  for  the  Fenii  fpread  ^ ; 

Their  chiefs,  aflem'oled  round, 
Heard  the  fong  rife  to  praife  the  dead, 

And  fed  their  fouls  with  found. 


Or 


-{id  le6ft  rtrtic-tiTD   <^1^vu^)■, 
fi5  mac  pijjne-  cctj-og, 
0  rttnio)ii  -net  b^jCm  Ufi. 

-fe-dji  1  cettTD  5ct-n  gdjT^e 
'j:ct  gdc  ce-)iie-  ■D)ob  f)ii. 

In   Englidi, — "  I  hnve    feen,    when   I  "banqueted  in   the  halls  of  Finn,    at  every 
"  banquet,  a  thoufand  cups,  (cOflll)  bound  with  wreaths  of  wrought  gold. 

/  ,        ,  •«  There  were  twelve  palaces,  filled   with  the  troops  of  the  fon  of  the  daughter  of 

'■    7  "  Tages,  at  Alnihain  of  the  noble  Fenii. 

^-^  ^  "  Twelve  conftant   fires  flamed    in    each  princely  houfe ;  and  each  fire  was  fur- 

) Cc'eU.ic'^^    C^~  "  rounded  by  an  hundred  of  the  mighty  Fenii." 

UiiiLc^    i   +t£lii\  Many  of  our  romances,  and  poems,  give  accounts  of  fplendid   entertainments  at 

/.  ,  f,ic{  this  palace  of  Almliain. 

'/K£ii~-    ^^I'  '  In  this  defcription  of  the   feafl   at   Almhain,  the  poet  accords  exa£tly  with   the 

TrJl^v-  ■/v^v'i\  •  accounts  which  our  hiftory  and  annals  have  given,  of  the  manner  in  which  the  early 

_    /  '  Irifli   held   their  entertainments.      See   O'Conor   on   this  fubjeft.      "  Conformable 

^^L-      (V^O  t(  ^C^yj    j^gj    jQ   j]^g  fpirit    of  hofpitality,    their   entertainments  were    frequent,    and 

'-41- "^  (Un^c(^/t^ —  "  rational;  fcldom  diforderly.     Every  fubje(2;  of  the /"/Vfrtr/.!/  entered  into   their  con- 

,-■  y«-^  <      )/  "  vivial   afTociations -,  peace,  and  war;  fcience,  and  law;  government,    and   morals. 

,  "  Thefe  ferious  fpeculations  gave  way,  in  their  turn,  to  fports  and  paftimcs,  wherein 

^  ^  y*ttc«-  n  they  fung  the  adions  of  their  anceftors,  and  the  exploits  of  their  heroes.     Nothing 

-(,-t(<,   ,  "  could 


^.^' 
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Or  on  the  chequer'd  fields  of  chefs 
Their  mimic  troops  beflow'd  ; 

Or  round,  to  merit  or  diftrefs, 
Their  ample  bounty  flow'd. 

At  length,  unnotic'd  of  his  train. 

The  Finian  king"  arofe, 
And  forth  he  went  where  Almhain's  plain 

With  neighbouring  verdure  glows. 

There,  while  alone  the  hero  chanc'd 
To  breathe  the  fragrant  gale, 

A  young  and  beauteous  doe  advanc'd, 
Swift  bounding  o'er  the  vale. 

He  call'd  his  fleet  and  faithful  hounds, 
The  doe's  light  fteps  to  trace  j 

Sgeolan  and  Bran ''  obey'd  the  founds. 
And  fprung  vipon  the  chafe. 


Unknown 


>'  could  animate  their  youth  more.  From  thefe  recitations  they  derived  intrepidity 
•<  of  mind,  and  many  noble  feelings,  which  counteradled  the  treachery  and  malevo- 
"  lence  to  which  our  human  nature  is  otherwife  fubjedl."  O'Conor'j-  Differtations 
mi  the  Hijl.  of  Ireland,    p.  loo. 

e  Finn  was  not  a  king,  though,  indeed,  few  kings  were  pofleiTed  of  more  authority 
and  power.  /?)5  11 -t  U'^jCttl  (king  of  the  Fenii,)  means  no  more  than  general,  or 
military  fovereign  over  that  formidable  body. 

•■  Sgeolan,  and  Brann,  were  the  two  famed  and  favourite  dogs  of  Finn. 


(    96    ) 

Unknown  to  us,  no  friend  to  aid, 

Or  to  behold  tlie  deed  ; 
His  dogs  alone,  and  L\ino's  blade  ', 

Companions  of  his  fpeed. 

Swift  on  to  fteep  Slieve  Guillin's  foot  ^, 

The  doe  before  him  flew  ; 
But  there,  at  once,  flie  mock'd  purfait, 

And  vanifli'd  from  his  view ! 

He  knew  not  whether  eaft  or  weft 
She  paft  the  mountain's  bounds. 

But  eaft  his  random  courfe  he  preft, 
And  weft  his  easrer  hounds  ! 


At 


'  In  the  original,  IlldC  ttll  lYTtl,  (tlie  fon  of  Luno).  This  fword,  tratlition 
tells  us,  M'as  made  by  a  fmith  of  Lochlin,  named  Luno,  and  therefore  it  was  called 
after  him,  poetically,  the  fon  of  Luno  What  makes  this  account  the  more  probable 
is,  that  we  do  not  find  the  fwords  of  the  Irifh  heroes  diftinguifhed  by  names,  as 
amongft  thofe  of  the  northern  nations,  and  alfo  of  ancient  Britain. 

Anecdotes  have  been  fought  for,  in  vain,  of  this  famous  Lun,  or  Luno  ;  but, 
from  the  wonders  recited,  of  the  produft  of  his  art,  it  feems  probable  that  he  was 
one  of  thofe  people,  whom  the  Norwegians  denominated  dwarfs,  and  complimented 
with  the  reputation  of  Magic.     See  Northern  Aiitiquitks,  vol.  ii.  p.  46. 

"  Give  me  out  of  the  tomb,  (fays  Hervor)  the  hardened  fword,  ivhlrh  the  dwarfs 
made  for  Suafurlama."     Five  Pieces  of  Run.  Poetry,   p.  13. 

^  Here  the  mufe  has  led  our  poet  and  his  hero  a  very  long  dance  indeed  -,  and  fo 
beguiled  the  way  with  the  melody  of  her  fong,  that  he  appears  to  have  been  quite 
iiifeiifible  of  the  diftancc  between  Almhain  in  Leinfter,  and  Slieve  Guillin  in  IHller, 
and  in  the  county  of  Armagh. 


(    97    ) 

At  length  he  ftopp'd, — he  look'd  around, 

To  fee  the  doe  appear  ; 
When  foft  diftrefs,  with  plaintive  found, 

Affaird  his  gentle  ear. 

The  plaintive  found,  quick  to  his  breaft, 
With  wonted  influence  fped  ; 

And  on  he  foUow'd  in  its  queft, 
Till  to  Lough-Shieve  it  led. 

There  he  beheld  a  weeping  fair. 

Upon  a  bank  reclin'd, 
In  whofe  fine  form,  and  graceful  air. 

Was  every  charm  combin'd. 

On  her  foft  cheek,  with  tender  bloom ', 

The  rofe  its  tint  beflow'd  ; 
And  in  her  richer  lip's  perfume, 

The  ripen'd  berry  glow'd. 


Her 


•  The  Irifh  poets,  both  antient  and  modern,  abound,  and  excel  in  defcriptions  of 
female  beauty.  The  one  before  us,  though  exquifitely  charming,  is  not  fingly  fo  ;  for 
the  coUedlion  of  fongs,  contained  in  this  volume,  exhibit  many  inftances  of  the  fame 
fpecies  of  excellence ;  and  many  more  arc  to  be  found  in  other  fongs  and  poems,  in 
the  Iriih  language. 


(    98     ) 

Her  neck  was  as  the  blofTom  fair. 

Or  like  the  cygnet's  breaft, 
Witli  that  majeftic,  graceful  air, 

In  fnow  and  foftnefs  dreft  : 

Gold  gave  its  rich  and  radiant  die. 

And  in  her  trefles  flow'd  "  ; 
And  like  a  freezing  flar,  her  eye 

With  Heaven's  own  fplendour  glow'd ". 

Thyfelf,  O  Patrick  !  hadfl  thou  feen 
The  charms  that  face  difplay'd  ; 

That  tender  form,  and  graceful  mein, 
Thyfelf  had  lov'd  the  maid  ! 


My 


"  A  learned  friend  remarked,  on  this  paflage,  that  the  poet  here  drew  from  his 
Here  of  Eaftern  imagery,  for  that  golden  hair  was  unknown  in  thefe  cold  climates. 
It  is  certain  that  the  mention  of  yellow,  or  golden  hair,  though  it  fometimes  occurs, 
yet  is  not  very  common  in  the  defcriptions  of  our  poets  ; — the  "  fair  waving  trefles" 
are  mod  general  ;  fometimes  we  are  told  of  "  hair  like  the  raven's  wing,"  and  often 
of  locks  "  of  fliining  brown,"  which,  from  the  brightnefs  afcribed  along  with  the 
colour,  we' may  conclude  to  have  been  auburn. 

"  For  this  defcription  of  eyes,  the  poet  has  indeed  left  our  world — and  every  one 
in  it — far  behind  him. 

In  one  of  Carol  an's  fongs,  compofcd  for  Mifs  Mary  O'Neil,  he  has  given  the 
following  beautiful  fimile,  which,  though  indeed  not  equal  to  the  above,  is  yet  well 
entitled  to  prefervation. — "  Her  eyes  (fays  he)  are,  to  her  face,  what  a  diamond  is 
«  to  a  ring,  throwing  its  beams  around,  and  adorning  the  beauty  of  the  fetting." 


(    99    ) 

My  king  approach'd  the  gentle  fair, 
The  form  of  matchlefs  grace. 


"  Haft  thou,  fweet  maid  of  golden  hair ! 
"  Beheld  my  hounds  in  chafe  ?" 

"  Tliy  chafe,  O  king,  was  not  my  care  ; 

"  I  nothing  of  it  know  ; 
"  Far  other  thoughts  my  bofom  fhare, 

"  The  thoughts,  alas,  of  woe !" 

*'  Is  it  the  hufband  of  thy  youth, 

"  O  fair-one,  that  has  died  ? 
"  Or  has  an  infant  pledge  of  truth 

"  Been  torn  from  thy  foft  fide  ? 

"  White-handed  mourner  !  fpeak  the  grief 

"  That  caufes  thy  diftrefs  ; 
"  And,  if  it  will  admit  relief, 

"  Thou  may'fl  command  redrefs "." 

O  2  «  Alas, 


°  We  cannot  too  much  admire  the  elegance  and  delicacy  of  this  addrefs  ! — Such 
tender  refinement  could  not  furely  have  exifted  amongfl  a  nation  of  barbarians. 
The  charafter  of  the  Finian  commander  appears  uniformly  the  fame  in  all  the  Irifli 
poems  ;  and  whether  our  bards,  when  they  gave  it,  drew  a  faithful  picture,  or  not, 
it  is  ftill  a  proof  that  they  muft  have  had  fame  good  and  perfect  models  before  them, 
to  fhew  what  Nature  ought  to  be ;  fince,  in  their  favourite  chara£ter,  we  fee  all  the 
mildnefs  and  tendemefs  of  female  difpofition,  united  with  the  ardour  of  the  warrior, 
the  firmnefs  of  the  patriot,  and  the  calmnefs  of  the  philofopher.  In  the  fon  of 
Comhal  we  fee  every  quality  that  is  either  interefting,  amiable,  or  great. 


(       lOO       ) 

"  Alas,  my  ring,  for  whofe  dear  fake 
"  Thefe  ceafelefs  tears  I  fhed, 

"  Fell  from  my  finger  in  the  lake  !'* 
(The  foft-hair'd  vii-gin  faid). 

*'  Let  me  conjure  thee '',  generous  king ! 

"  Compaflionate  as  brave, 
"  Find  for  me  now  my  beauteous  ring, 

"  That  fell  beneath  the  wave  !" 


Scarce  was  the  foft  entreaty  made, 
Her  treafure  to  redeem, 

When  his  fair  form  he  difarray'd. 
And  plung'd  into  the  ftream. 


At 


f  It  has  been  already  fliewn  that,  amongft  the  ancient  Irifh,  each  knight  was  bound, 
by  his  military  vows,  to  the  protecflicn  and  refpe£lful  fervice  of  the  fair :  this  is 
cxprefsly  recorded  by  our  hiftory  ;  and  our  poetry  and  romances  throw  further  light 
on  the  fubjedl.  According  to  them,  no  danger  or  difficulty  was  to  deter  an  hero 
from  the  affiftance  of  a  diftrefled  female,  and  her  requeft  was  to  be  a  law. 

In  the  romance  of  '^G^J-f  CIJC-  CttHdJII,  where  the  ftory  of  this  poem  is  related, 
Finn  tells  his  chieftains,  that  he  had  a  kind  of  inllintlive  horror  at  the  thoughts  of 
entering  that  lake  ;  yet  he  inftantly  obeyed  the  injunftion  of  the  danifel,  "  for  (fays  he) 
«  it  was  a  matter  that  no  hero  could  refufc."  Many  fimilar  inftances  of  this  ref- 
pciH:  and  devotion  to  the  fair  occur  in  our  old  romances  and  poems. 


(      loi      ) 

At  the  wliite-handed  fair's  requeft, 

Five  times  the  lake  he  try'd  ; 
On  ev'ry  fide  his  fearch  addrefs'd, 

Till  he  tlie  ring  defcry'd. 

But  when  he  fought  the  blooming  maid, 

Her  treafure  to  reftore  ; 
His  powers  were  gone, — he  fcarce  could  wade 

To  reach  the  neareft  fliore  ! 

That  form  where  ftrength  and  beauty  met, 

To  conquer,  or  engage, 
Paid,  premature,  its  mournful  debt 

To  grey  and  palfied  age ". 


While 


1  Our  Irifli  poets  inform  us  that  Finn  was  marricil  extremely  young  ;  yet  even  fo, 
he  muft  have  been  advanced  in  life  at  this  period,  fince  we  find  his  grandfon  Ofgur 
introduced  in  the  following  pages  of  the  poem  :  'Tis  true  he  is  mentioned  only  as  a 
boy  ;  yet  dill,  one  would  think  his  grandfather  old  enough  to  be  grey,  without  the 
operation  of  forcery,  to  make  him  fo.  At  the  very  lead,  he  muft  have  been  now, 
fome  years  above  fifty  -,  yet  he  is  reprefented  as  retaining  all  the  bloom,  as  well  as 
the  ftrength  and  adlivity,  of  youth.  But  we  may  well  overlook  a  few  faults  of  inad- 
vertance,  in  favour  of  the  numerous  beauties  with  which  this  poem  abounds.  Our 
ma-Tical  bard  conjures  up  fuch  delightful  enchantments,  that  our  attention  fhould  be 
too  much  engrofled  by  the  grace  and  grandeur  of  his  images,  to  count  the  knots  on 
his  poetical  wand. 


(    ^<^2    ) 

While  magic  thus  our  king  detain'd, 

In  hateful  fetters  bound  ; 
We  in  fair  Almhain's  halls  remain'd, 

And  fefbal  joy  went  round. 

The  mirthful  moments  danc'd  along 

To  mufic's  charming  lore  ; 
And,  to  the  fons  of  lofty  fong, 

Wealth  pour'd  her  bounteous  flora  ! 

Thus  fled  the  hours,  on  heedlefs  wing, 

From  every  care  releas'd  ; 
Nor  thought  we  of  our  abfent  king, 

Nor  mifs'd  him  from  the  feafl:  : 

Till  Caoilte,  flruck  with  fudden  dread  ', 
Rofe  in  the  Hall  of  Spears  : 

His  words  around  ftrange  panic  fpread, 
And  wak'd  mifgiving  fears ! 


"  Where 


'  We  learn,  from  Irifh  romance,  that  the  Fenii,  and  the  chiefs  of  the  Dananian 
race,  were  enemies,  (fee  ■^C)^  ^)5C-  Cctlltl)-)!,)  ;  and  as  thefe  people  were  fuppofed 
to  be  fkilful  in  magic,  the  heroes  of  Finn  were  naturally  alarmed  for  the  fafety  of 
their  general,  when  they  mifled  him  from  the  feaft,  and  recolleded  the  determined 
enmity  and  fupernatural  power  of  the  Tuatha  de  Danans. — Caoilte,  in  the  pafliige 
before  us,  feems  to  apprehend  that  Finn  was  fnatched  away  by  enchantment  from 
amongft  them.  For  a  particular  account  of  thefe  Tuatha  de  Danans,  the  reader  is 
referred  to  the  antient  Hiftory  of  Ireland. 


(     I03     ) 

"  Where  is  the  noble  Comhal's  fon, 
"  Renown'd  affembly  !  Say  ? — 

"  Or  is  our  arm  of  conqueft  gone, — 
"  Our  glory  pafs'd  away  !" 

\Vc  flood  aghaft. — Conan  alone, 
The  rafh  Mac  Morni,  fpoke  ; 

«  O  joyful  tidings  !  I  fliall  groan 
"  No  more  beneatli  his  yoke» 

«  Swift  Caoilte  %  of  the  mighty  deed ! 

"  On  this   aufpicious   day, 
"  I,  to  his  fame  and  power,  fucceed, 

"  And  take  the  fovereign  fway." 

We  laugh'd  to  fcorn  his  fenfelefs  boaft, 
Tho'  with  a  grieving  heart ; 

And  Almhain  faw  our  numerous  hoft. 
With  headlong  hafte  depart. 

The  van  myfelf  and  Caoilte  led, 

The  Fenii  in  the  rear  ; 
And  on  our  rapid  march  we  fped, 

But  faw  no  king  appear. 


Caoilte  was  remarkable  for  his  fpeed  in  running. 


We 


(     I04     ) 

We  follow'd,  where  he  led  the  chafe, 
To  fleep  SUeve  Guillin's  foot ; 

But  there  -we  could  no  further  trace, 
And  flop'd  the  vain  purfuit. 

North  of  the  mount  our  march  we  ftay'd, 

Upon  a  verdant  plain, 
Where  conqueft  once  our  arms  array'd ', 

Tho'  bought  with  heaps  of  flain  ! 

Hope  threw  each  eager  eye  around, 

And  ftill'd  attention'^  ear, — 
In  vain, — for  neither  fight  or  found 

Of  our  lov'd  chief  was  near. 

But,  on  the  borders  of  a  lake, 

] 
A  tall  old  man  we  fpy'd, 

Whofe  looks  his  wretched  age  befpake 

To  want  and  woe  ally'd  ! 

Bare  wither'd  bones,  and  ghaftly  eyes. 

His  wrinkl'd  form  difplay'd  ; 
Palfy'd  and  pale,  he  fcarce  could  rife, 

From  age  and  flrength  decay'd. 


We 


'  The  battle  here  alluded  to  is  defcribcd  in  a  Poem,  entitled  L<IO)T)  dll  ^^\h 
t)1ctC  X>)~^)b — Tlie  terrible  Mac-Dirive,  after  an  obllinate  combat,  is  at  laft  flain 
by  the  hand  of  Ofgur. 


(    I05     ) 

We  thought,  perchance,  that  famine  gave 

That  wan  and  wafted  frame, 
Or  that  from  far,  adown  the  wave, 

A  fifherman  he  came. 

We  aik'd  him,  had  he  feen  in  chafe, 
Two  hounds  that  fnuffd  the  gale,. 

And  a  bold  Chief,  of  princely  grace, 
Swift  bounding  o'er  die  vale. 

The  head  of  age  in  filence  hung, 
Bow'd  down  with  fliame  and  woe, 

Long  e'er  his  hefitating  tongue 
Tlie  cruel  truth  could  fliew ". 

At  length,  to  Caoilte's  faithful  ear, 

The  fatal  change  he  told. 
And  gave  our  raging  hoft  to  hear 

The  dreadful  tale  unfold  ! 


With. 


'^  It  is  but  proper  to  acquaint  the  reader,  that  in  this  paflp.ge,  the  fenfe  of  the  poem 
Is  a  little  extended,  and  brought  nearer  to  that  of  the  romance. — In  the  poem,  we 
are  only  told  that  Finn,  when  queftioned  by  his  chieftains,  did  not,  at  firft,  give  a 
direft  anfwer ;  but,  after  fome  time,  imparted  the  fecret  to  the  ear  of  Caoilte.  In 
the  romance,  Finn  himfelf  tells  the  (lory,  and  fays,  that  "  he  felt  it  grievous  to  his 
"  heart  to  acquaint  them,  that  he  was  the  objedl  of  their  fearch  ;  neverthelefs,  when 
his  faithfi'.l  bands  furrounded  him,  he  at  laft  informed  them  of  his  fatal  adven- 
ture. 


C     io6     ) 

With  horror  ftruck,  aghafl  and  pale, 
Three  fudden  flhouts  we  gave. — 

Affrighted  badgers  fled  the  vale, 
And  trembling  fought  the  cave  ! 

But  Conan  glory'd  in  our  grief; 

Conan  the  bald,  the  bafe  ; 
He  curs'd  vv^ith  rage  the  Finian  chief. 

And  all  the  Finian  race. 

"  O,  were  I  fure  (he  fiercely  faid) 
"  Thou  wert  that  heart  of  pride, 

"  Soon  fliould  this  blade  thy  fliaking  head 
"  From  thy  old  trunk  divide  ! 

"  For  never  did  thy  envious  mind 

"  Beftow  my  valour's  meed ; 
"  In  fecret  has  thy  foul  repin'd 

"  At  each  heroick  deed. 

*'  I  grieve  not  for  thy  flrength  decay'd, 
"  Shrunk  form,  and  foul  difgrace ; 

"  But  that  I  cannot  wave  my  blade 
"  O'er  all  thy  hated  race. 


«  Oh, 


(     I07     ) 

"  Oh,  were  they  all  like  thee  this  day, 
"  My  vengeance,  as  a  flood, 

"  Should  fweep  my  hated  foes  away, 
"  And  bathe  my  fteel  in  blood ! 

"  Since  Comhal  of  the  Hofls  was  flain*^ 
"  Upon  the  enfanguin'd  field, 

"  By  Morni's  fon,  who  ne'er  in  vain 
"  Uprear'd  his  golden  ''  flhield  ; 

"  Since  then,  our  clan  in  exile  pine, 
"  Excluded  from  thy  fight ; 

"  And  the  fam'd  heroes  of  our  line 
"  But  live  in  thy  defpight." 


Caoilte, 


^  Comhalj  or  Cumhal,  the  father  of  Finn.  He  was  killed  in  a  battle  againfl  the 
tribe  of  Morni ;  we  find,  however,  that  this  tribe  were  afterwards  reconciled  to  the 
Fenii,  and  obedient  to  their  chief,  who  treated  them  with  the  utmoft  kindnefs.  This 
complaint  of  Conan's  is  therefore  to  be  afcribed  to  his  own  perverfe  humour,  and 
not  to  any  injuftice  that  he  or  his  clan  had  met  with  from  the  Finian  general. 

y  Here  we  find  mention  of  a  golden  fliield  ;  but  it  is  not  fuppofed  that  fuch  were 
common  in  Ireland,  becaufe  they  do  not  often  occur  in  our  MSS.  and  very  few  of 
them  have  been  found  in  our  bogs.  But  we  are  not,  from  this,  to  conclude  that  the 
metal  itfelf  was  fcarce  in  the  kingdom. — Cambrensis  and  Stanihurst  bear  tefti- 
mo'iy  to  the  riches  of  our  mines.  Do£lor  Boat  alfo,  in  his  Natural  Hiftory,  mentions 
the  gold  and  filver  mines  of  Ireland;  and  Donatus,  Bifhop  of  Fcfulx-,  a  poet  of 
the  7th  century,  in  a  beautiful  dcfcription  of  our  ifland,  docs  not  omit  to  celebrate 
the  natural  wealth  of  its  foil. 

P  2  The 


(     io8     ) 

Caoilte.       *'  Did  not  my  foul  too  keenly  Ihare 
"  In  our  great  caufe  of  woe, 
"  On  aught  like  thee  '^  to  wade  its  care, 
"  Or  any  thought  beftow  ; 

"  Bald,  fenfelefs  wretch !  thy  envy,  foon 
"  This  arm  fliould  make  thee  rue ; 

"  And  thy  cruih'd  bones,  thou  bafe  buffoon, 
"  Should  bear  thy  folly's  due  !" 

OsGUR.  "  Ceafe  thy  vain  bab'llng,  fenfelefs  fool! 

"  Bald  boafter  %  flain  to  arms, 
"  Still  forward  to  promote  mifrule, 
"  But  flirink  at  war's  alarms !" 

CONAN. 


The  \jc<i.h^f.  \JcC.|^^^^  (or  Book  of  Sligo)  informs  us,  that  in  the  reign  of 
Tighearmas  was  firil  introduced  the  boiling  and  refining  of  gold ;  that  the  refiners 
name  was  Inachadan,  and  he  carried  on  the  art  at  the  eall  fide  of  the  Liftey.  Befides 
the  teftimony  of  foreign  writers,  and  our  domeftic  annals;  numbers  of  utcnfils,  arms, 
collars,  chains,  &c.  of  pure  gold,  have  been  dug  up  in  different  parts  of  the  king- 
dom. But  it  would  be  endlefs  to  multiply  proofs  upon  this  fubjccl.  If  the  reader 
widies  any  further  teftimonies,  he  will  find  them  at  large  in  Mr.  O'Halloran's  In- 
trocluciiou  to  the  HiJ}.  and  Aiitiq.  of  hrlaiul. 

'■  Wc  are  here,  at  once,  let  into  the  charader  of  Conan,  and  fee  that  contempt 
alone  is  the  caufc  of  the  forbearance  with  which  his  infolence  is  fuffered  to  pais. 

»  We  could  wifli  that  this  dialogue  were  not  fo  coarfcly  conducted  ;  but  the  heroes 
of  Homer  arc  dill  lefs  acquainted  with  good  breeding,  than  thofe  of  our  Irifli  Bard  ; 
and  Conan  is  only  the  Thofites  of  Oifin.     In  juftice,  however,  to  the  Finian  chiefs, 

it 


(     109    ) 

CoNAN.  "  Ceafc  thou,  vain  youth  %  nor  think  my  foul' 

"  Can  by  thy  fpeech  be  won, 
"  Servile  to  ftoop  to  the  controul 
"  Of  Oifin's  beardlefs  fort. 

*'  Even  Finn,  who,  head  of  all  thy  line, 
"  Can  beft  their  boafts  become, 

"  What  does  he  do,  bxit  daily  dine, 
"  Upon  his  mangl'd  thumb  '. 

*'  'Twas  not  the  fons  of  Boifhne's  clan, 

"  But  Morni's  gallant  race, 
*'  That  thunder'd  in  the  warlike  van, 

"  And  led  the  human  chafe. 


"  Oifm, 


it  fliould  be  obferved,  that  it  is  the  infolent  folly  of  Conaii  which  provokes  abufivc 
language,  becaufe  they  will  not  raife  their  arm  againft  an  idiot.  To  an  enemy  they 
are  never  abufive;  but,  on  the  contrary,  polite  to  a  degree  that  might  afford  improved 
example,  even  to  modern  refinement.     See  Magnus. 

"  Conan,  afraid  to  reply  to  Caoilte,  yet  ventures  to  difcharge  his  fpleen  upon 
♦«  Oiiin's  beardlefs  fon." 

'  This  ftrange  paflage  is  explained  by  fome  lines  in  the  Poem  of  ^UO-ltlctC- 
'D)5fl'ViO,  where  Finn  is  reproached  with  deriving  all  his  courage  from  his  fore- 
knowledge of  events,  and  chewing  his  thumb  for  prophetic  information.  The  reader 
will  eafily  perceive  the  fource  of  this  ridiculous  miftake  of  the  wonder-loving  multi- 
tude j  a  habit  taken  up,  when  deep  in  thought,  was  conftrued  into  divination  ;  and 
we  may  conclude  how  great  that  wifdoni,  aaid  that  heroifm,  muft  have  been,  which 
was  fuppofed  no  other  way  to  be  accounted  for,  than  by  gifting  the  pofleiTor  with 
infpiration. 

In 


(      "o      ) 

"  Oifin,  this  filken  fon  of  thine, 
"  Who  thiis  in  words  excels, 

"  Will  learn  of  thee  the  pfalming  whine, 
"  And  bear  white  books  and  bells  ■•. 

"  Ceafe  Ofgur,  ceafe  thy  foolifh  boafl, 
"  Not  words,  but  deeds  decide  ; 

"  Now  then,  before  this  warlike  hofl, 
"  Now  be  our  valour  try'd  !" 

My  fon  high  rais'd  his  threat'ning  blade, 

To  give  his  fnry  fway  ; 
But  the  pale  Conan  flirunk  difmay'd, 

And  fprung  with  fear  away  : 


Amid 


In  the  romance  of  Y^l'f  ^)S^  C<i1^<lp^,  among  other  curious  particulars,  Finn 
is  faid  to  have  derived  a  portion  of  his  i<nowledge  from  the  waters  of  a  magical 
fountain,  in  the  poflefnon  of  the  Tuatha-de-danans ;  a  fingle  draught  of  vs'hich  was 
fold  for  three  hundred  ounces  of  gold. 

"^  From  this  paflage,  it  appears,  that  Oifin  was  fuppofed  to  have  been  won  over, 
at  leaft  in  part,  by  fome  of  the  miflionaries  who  preceded  the  arrival  of  St.  Patrick  in 
Ireland. — Here  alfo  we  fcem  to  have  proof  that  the  bells,  mentioned  in  the  courfe  of 
the  poem,  were  not,  nor  could  have  been,  the  large  fufpended  ones ;  but  only  the 
fmaller  ones,  that  were  borne  by  the  priefts,  and  tingled  at  the  altars,  in  the  very  firft 
ages  of  Chriftianity.  Conan  could  not  poffibly  mean  any  other  than  thefe,  when 
lie  fays  that  Ofgur  would  learn  in  time  to  tear  or  carry  them  ; — that  is,  leaving  the 
profclHon  of  arms,  to  become  a  prieft,  by  which  he  plainly  intends  to  reproach 
him  with  cowardice,  as  defirous  to  excel  in  -words  alone. 


(  I"  ) 

Amid  tlie  fcofEng  hoft  he  fprung. 
To  fliun  th'  unequal  ftrife  ; 

To  Tcape  the  forfeit  of  his  tongue, 
And  fave  his  worthlefs  hfe. 

Nor  vainly  did  he  importune  ; 

The  hoft,  as  he  defir'd, 
Engag'd  my  fon  to  give  the  boon 

His  cowardice  requir'd. 

Once,  twice,  and  thrice,  to  Erin's  chief 

The  forrowing  Caoilte  fpoke  : 
"  O  fay,  lov'd  caufe  of  all  our  grief ! 
.    "  Whence  came  this  cruel  ftroke  ? 

"  What  curft  Tuathan's "  direful  charm 
"  Has  dar'd  that  form  deface  ? 

"  O  !  who  could  thus  thy  force  difarm, 
"  And  wither  ev'ry  grace  ?" 


«  Guillen's 


=  In  the  original,  CtlctCct  Tit  (i.  e.  Tuatha-de-danan).  Mod  of  the  Irifli  Ro- 
mances are  filled  with  Dananian  enchantments;  as  wild  as  the  wildeft  of  Ariosto's 
fiiflions,  and  not  at  all  behind  them  in  beauty. 


(  112  ) 

"  Guillen's  fair  daughter,  (Finn  reply'd,) 
"  The  treacherous  fhare  defign'd  ^ 

"  And  fent  me  to  yon  magic  tide, 
"  Her  fatal  ring  to  find." 

Conan  who,  penitent  of  tongue, 
Would  now  his  guilt  revoke. 

Forward,  with  zeal  impatient  fprung, 
And  vengeful  ire  befpoke. 


«  May 


f  This  apparent  malice,  and  ingratitude  of  the  Enchantrefs,  is  fully  accounted  for 
in  the  romance.  Finn  had  ever  been  the  fervant  and  prote£lor,  and  of  courfe,  the 
favourite  of  the  fair  :  he  is  fcarce  ever  mentioned,  without  feme  epithet,  exprefTive 
of  amiable  attraftion,  fuch  as  "  the  majeftic — the  graceful — the  courteous — the  gene- 
"  rous — the  gentle — the  fmiling — the  blooming — fon  of  Comhal."  He  furpafled  his 
cotemporaries  as  much  in  the  manly  beauty,  and  majeftic  graces  of  his  countenance 
and  form,  as  he  did  in  the  fuperior  ftrength  of  his  arm,  and  the  extraordinary  endow- 
ments of  his  mind. 

Miluachra,  and  Aine,  the  two  fair  daughters  of  Guillen  Cualgne,  of  the  Dana- 
nian  race,  faw,  and  fell  in  love  with  him.  Miluachra  was  jealous  of  her  filler's 
charms  ;  and  hearing  her,  one  day,  take  an  oath,  that  rtie  would  never  marry  any 
man  whofe  hair  was  grey,  fhe  determined,  if  poifible,  to  make  this  rafh  vow  a  bar 
to  her  union  with  Finn.  She  aflcmbled  h'er  friends  of  the  Tuatha-de-danans  ;  and, 
by  the  power  of  their  enchantments,  they  called  forth  a  magical  lake,  on  the  fide  of 
Siievc-Guillen,  which  had  the  property  of  rendering  any  perfon  grey-he;ided,  who 
ihould  enter  the  waters  thereof.  This  done,  fhe  affumed  the  form  of  a  beautiful  doe, 
and  appeared  to  Finn,  as  already  related  :  then  followed  the  chafe  ;  but  the  romance 
gives  only  three  days  and  nights  to  the  de(lru£lion  of  the  iinchantrefs's  cave  ;  the 
poem  gives  eight.  Alfo,  in  the  romance,  the  magical  cup,  which  reftored  our  hero 
to  his  former  Ihape,  endowed  him,  at  the  iame  time,  with  added  wifdom,  and  know- 
ledge. His  hair,  however,  remained  grey;  but  the  Enchantrefs,  after  acknowledging, 
in  much  confufion  and  terror,  the  reafon  of  the  trick  flie  had  played  lum,  ciTered  to 
rcllore  that  alfo  :  this  ofTer,  we  are  told,  he  declined,  chufing  to  continue  grey  ^  but 
the  reafon  of  his  rcfufal  does  not  appear. 


(     "3     ) 

*'  May  never  from  this  hill  (he  cry'd,) 

"  Our  homeward  fteps  depart, 
"  But  Guillens  dearly  lliall  abide 

"  Her  dark  and  treacherous  art '." 

Then  our  ftout  flrields  with  chongs  we  bound ", 

Our  haplefs  King  to  bear ; 
While  each  fond  chieftain  prefs'd  around, 

The  precious  weight  to  fhare. 

North  of  the  mount,  to  Guillen's  cave, 

The  alter'd  form  we  bore  ; 
Determin'd  all  her  art  to  brave. 

And  his  loft  powers  reftore. 

Eight  nights  and  days,  without  fuccefs, 

We  tore  the  living  toiifib, 
Until  we  pierc'd  the  laft  recefs 

Of  the  deep  cavern's  gloom. 

Q^  Then 


?  Her  name,  ns  we  have  feen,  was  Miluachra,  though  flie  is  here  called  Guillen, 
as  being  daughter  to  the  Enchantrefs  Guillen. 

''  This  paffage  feems  to  throw  fome  light  on  the  fize  of  the  Irifli  {hield. — It  is 
fpoken  of  in  the  plural  number  here,  by  which  it  (hould  feem  that  it  muft  have  been 
the  target  ■,  for,  otherwife,  one  alone  would  have  been  fufficient  to  have  borne  Finn 
from  the  field. 


(     114     ) 

Then  forth  the  fair  Enchantrefs  came. 

Swift  ifliiing  to  the  Hght, 
The  form  of  grace,  the  beauteous  dame. 

With  charms  too  great  for  fight. 

A  cup  quite  full  flie  trembling  bore 

To  Erin's  alter'd  chief. 
That  could  his  priftine  form  reflore, 

And  heal  his  people's  grief. 

He  drank. — O  joy  !  his  former  grace^ 
His  former  powers  return'd  ; 

Again  with  beauty  glow'd  his  face, 
His  breaft  with  valour  burn'd. 

Oh,  when  we  fliw  his  kindling  eye 

With  wonted  luftre  glow, 
Not  all  the  glories  of  thy  Iky 

Such  tranfport  could  bellow  ! 

The  Hero  of  the  Stately  Steeds, 

From  magic  fetters  free, 
To  Finian  arms,  and  martial  deeds 

Thus — thus  reflor'd  to  fee ! — 


Scarce 


(    "5    ) 

Scarce  could  our  fouls  the  joy  fuflain  !- 
Again  three  fhouts  we  gave  ; 

Again  the  badgers  fled  the  plain, 
And  trembling  fouglit  the  cave  ! 

Now,  Patrick  of  the  fcanty  ftore. 

And  meager-making  face  ! 
iSay,  did'fl  thou  ever  hear  before 

This  memorable  Chafe  ? 


<  '   i 


IV. 


MOIRA         BORB; 


A 


o 


M. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  original  of  this  poem  is  in  the  hands  of  Maurice  Gorman  : 

there  is  alfo  another  copy  in  Mr.  WalkerV  colle&ion,  but  not  altogether 
fi   perfeEt  as   the   one  from    which  this  tranflation   has    been    made. 

Neither  of  thefe  copies  are  dated^    nor  can   we  difcover   the   author. 

Like  nvf  of  the  Finian  poems^  it  is   ofcriked  to  Oilin  ;  but,  though 

it  may,  pojjibly,  have  originated  ivith  him,  it  has  certainly  affumed, 
fmce  that  period,  a  different  form  from  any  that  he  could  have  given 

it.      The  poetry,  indeed,   breathes  all  the  fpirit  of  the  Finian   Bard ; 

but  the   language  is   evidently    not   earlier   than    that    of   the   middle 

ages. 


MOIRA  BORB 


OEM. 


xV  Tale  of  old, — of  Finian  deeds  I  fing: 
Of  Erin's  mighty  hofts,  the  mighty  King ! 
Great  Comhal's  fon  the  lofty  drain  fliall  fwell, 
And  on  his  fiime  the  light  of  fong  fliall  dwell. 

Oft  have  I  feen  his  arm  deflrudlion  wield ; 
Oft,  with  its  deadly  prowefs,  fweep  the  field ! 
Then  did  the  world  his  matchlefs  deeds  proclaim. 
And  my  ear  drank  the  mnfick  of  his  fame. 

Once,  while  the  carelefs  day  to  fport  we  gave, 
"Where  fierce  Mac-Bovar '  rolls  his  headlong  wave, 


With 


'    The    words    of    the  original    are     QrO.^    ^YHt)    ttlCtC    bo^drl  ticl  1110)11, 

iterally,  the  fiercely  rufnng  Cataratl,  de.ijenhi^  foil  of  the  heap !     Tiiis  is  a  very  beautiful 

R  fall 


(       122       ) 

With  deaf'nlng  clamour  pours  upon  the  plain, 
Foams  o'er  his  echoing  banks,  and  feeks  the  main. 

Carjlefs  we  rang'd  along  the  founding  fliore, 
And  heard  the  tumbling  of  the  torrent's  roar ; 
Thin  was  our  hofl;,  no  thought  of  danger  nigh. 
When  the  near  ocean  caught  our  roving  eye. 

A  white  fail'd  boat,  that  fwiftly  fought  the  fliore. 
On  its  light  plank,  a  lovely  female  bore ; 
To  meet  our  hofl  her  rapid  courfe  was  bent. 
And  much  we  queftion  d  on  this  ftrange  event. 

Fifty  brave  chiefs,  around  their  braver  King. — 
Ah,  why  to  mind,  their  deeds,  their  glories  bring  ! 
Since  anguifli  muft  on  bleeding  memory  wait, 
Comparing  former  fame  with  prefent  fate, 

Alas  !  with  them  is  quench'd  the  hero's  flame, 
And  glory,  fince,  is  but  an  empty  name ! 
Oh,  after  them,  'tis  Mifcry's  dire  decree 
The  chiefs  of  thefe  degenerate  days  to  fee. 


Oh, 


fall  of  the  river  Erne,  at  Ballyfhannon,  and  the  principal  falmon  leap  in  Ireland.  The 
fcenery  is  extremely  piilureUiue -,  a  bold  coaft  of  perpendicular  rocks  is  covered  to  the 
very  edge  with  the  richeit  verdure,  and  proje£ts,  in  unequal  promontories,  as  it 
opens  to  the  fca.     This  falmon  leap  is  let  at  400I.  a  year. 


(       ^23       ) 

Oh,  loft  companions !  once  your  mighty  fway 
Made  the  proud  princes  of  the  earth  obey ; 
Your  conq'ring  powers  through  every  region  led, 
And  wide  around  vi<5lorious  triumphs  fpread ! 

But  to  my  tale. — Our  wondering  chiefs  arofe, 
To  fee  the  bark  its  beauteous  freight  difclofe : 
Swift  glanc'd  its  courfe  through  the  divided  wave, 
And  the  near  ftream  a  ready  harbour  gave. 

As  morn  from  ocean  lifts  her  lov'ly  light, 
Frelh  from  the  wave,  with  gentle  fplendours  bright ; 
So  rofe  the  maid,  as  flie  approach'd  the  fhore. 
And  her  light  bark  to  land  its  burden  bore. 

Deck'd  by  foft  Love  with  fweet  attra(5live  grace, 
And  all  the  charms  of  mind-illumin'd  face  ; 
Before  our  hoft  the  beauteous  ftranger  bow'd, 
And,  thrown  to  earth,  her  eyes  their  glories  fhroud. 

Her  foft  falute  return'd,  with  courteous  air, 
Finn,  by  the  hand  of  fnow,   condudls  the  fair. 
Upon  his  left,  the  valiant  Gaul  was  plac'd, 
And  on  his  right,  her  feat  the  flranger  grac'd. 

R  2  And, 


(      124     ) 

^iid,  oh,  to  tell  the  charms  her  form  array'd  f 
The  winning  fweetnefs  that  her  face  difplay'd  ! 
On  her  alone  we  could  or  think,  or  gaze, 
And  ovir  rapt  fouls  were  loft  in  fweet  amaze  ! 

"  Soft  Mariner  !   (the  fon  of  Comhal  cry'd,) 

"  \Vhat  chance  has  torn  thee  from  protccflion's  fide  ? 

"  Why  com'ft  thou  here,  and  from  what  happy  earth? 

"  And  whofe  the  noble  race  that  gave  thee  birth  ?" 

"  Truth,  O  great  chief !    my  artlefs  ftory  frames : 
"  A  mighty  King  "  my  filial  duty  claims. 
"  But  princely  birth  no  fafety  could  beftow ; 
"  And,  royal  as  I  am,  I  fly  from  woe. 

"  Long  have  I  look'd  tliat  mighty  arm  to  fee, 
"  Which  is  alone  of  force  to  fet  me  free : 
"  To  Erin's  far  fam'd  chief  for  aid  I  fly, 
"  And  on  that  aid  my  trembling  hopes  rely." 


"  Say, 


*"  This  paflage  is  not  tranflatcd  literally,  as  it  was  difficult  to  know  what  turn  to 
give  it:  the  words  in  Irifli  are  21.C  ttie-  )1l5^ctt1  |1)5  'fO  C1T11H-  I  <"»  l^! 
daughter  of  the  King  under  Waves  :  or  it  may  be  rendered,  King  cf  JVaves,  or  King  of 
ZlO'Wt  (in  the  genitive)  C'VTtl.  Literally,  a  ivive;  but  it  may  alfo  mean  feme 
country,  anciently  called  by  that  name  ;  or  puflibly  it  may  be  a  metaphorical  phrafe, 
to  imply  either  an  ifland,  or  fome  of  the  low  countries. 


(     '^5    ) 

"  Say,  wherefore,  loveliefl !  art  thou  thus  diflreft  ? 
"  Whom  do'ft  thou  fly? — by  whom  art  thou  opprefl:? 
"  Why  do'ft  thou  feek  me,  o'er  the  rolHng  lea, 
"  And  from  what   peril  fliall  I  fet  thee  free  ?" 

"  And  art  thou,  then,  that  gen'rous  fon  of  f;ime, 
"  Whofe  aid  the  wretched,   and  the  helplefs  claim  ? 
"  O  then,  to  me  that  needful  aid  extend  ! 
"  And,  oh,  thy  ftrength  to  guard  my  weaknefs  lend  !" 

With  foothing  fpeech,  the  pitying  King  reply'd, 
"  Fear  not,  fweet  maid  !  thy  caufe  to  me  confide. 
"  Speak  but  thy  forrows  !  whom  do'ft  thou  accufe  ? 
"  Who  perfecutes  thee.  Fair  One  ? — who  purfues  ?" — 

"  O  !  I  am  foUow'd  o'er  the  rolling  wave  ! 

"  O  !  mighty  Finn  !  thy  trembling  fuppllant  fave  ! 

"  The  fon  of  Sera's  '  King  with  wrath  purfues, 

"  The  Chief  of  Spears,  whofe  arm  the  hoft  fubdues  ! 


"  Dark 


'  Tradition  inform  us,  that  Moira,  or  (as  fome  write  it)  Boiry  Borb,  was  a  Lufita- 
nian  Prince,  of  great  fame  and  prowefs,  but  cruel,  and  extremely  fierce,  as  the 
word  borb  (i.  e.  fierce)  implies.  This  admitted,  it  follows,  of  courfe,  tliat  Sora 
(in  the  original,  Sorcha,)  muft  have  be«n,  anciently,  the  Irilh  name  for  Por- 
tugal. 


(  ^^6  ) 

"  Dark  Moira-borb  is  his  tremendous  name, 
"  And  wide  o'er  earth  extends  his  dreadful  fame  ! 
"  From  him  I  fly,  with  thefe  unhappy  charms, 
"  To  flaun  the  horror  of  his  hateful  arms  ! 

"  To  one  delay  his  fullen  foul  agreed, 
"  Nor  can  he  from  his  promife  now  recede  ; 
"  He  will  not  force  me  to  become  his  bride, 
"  Until  thy  pow'r  iliall  in  my  caufe  be  try'd." 

Then  fpoke  my  Ofgur,  Erin's  lovely  boaft, 
Pride  of  her  fame,  and  glory  of  her  hoft ! 
With  generous  zeal  his  youthful  bofom  glow'd  ; 
His  fervent  fpeech  with  rapid  ardour  flow'd. 

"  Fear  not  (he  cry'd)  no  power  fliall  force  thee  hence ; 

"  My  arm,  my  life,  O  maid  !   is  thy  defence  ! 

"  No  hatefid  imion  fliall  thy  vows  compel, 

"  Nor  flialt  thou  with  the  dreadful  Sora  dwell !" 

Then,  by  his  fide,  the  fon  of  Morni  rofe  ; 
Each  chamjnon  equal  to  an  hofl;  of  foes  ! 
Proudly  they  ftrode,  exulting  in  their  might, 
The  fierce,  triumphant  Deities  of  fight ! 


Before 


(   12:7   ) 

Before  the  hoft  tliey  flood,  in  arms  array'd, 
To  guard,  from  her  approaching  foe,  the  maid  j 
For  now,  fwift  riding  on  the  fubje6l  wave, 
A  wond'rous  chief  to  fight  his  terrors  gave  ! 

In  the  fame  path  the  princefs  took,  he  came, 

And  more  than  human  feem'd  his  monftrous  frame  ; 

A  magic  fleed  its  giant  burden  bore. 

And  fwiftly  gain'd  upon  the  trembling  fhore  ! 

Fierce  did  he  feem,  as  one  in  fight  renown'd ; 
Dark  on  his  head  a  gloomy  helmet  frown'd  : 
Embofs'd  with  art,  he  held  a  mighty  fliield. 
And  well  his  arm  its  ponderous  orb  could  wield ! 

Two  fpears  of  vidlory,  on  its  front  cngrav'd, 
Stood  threat'ning,  as  if  every  foe  they  brav'd  ! 
Never  our  eyes  had  fuch  a  fight  beheld, 
Nor  ever  chief  fo  dreadfully  excell'd  ! 

His  heavy  fword,  of  more  than  monftrous  fize, 
Next  ftruck  with  wonder  our  admiring  eyes  ; 
When,  bending  forward,  from  his  mighty  thigh 
He  drew,  and  wav'd  its  mafiTy  weight  on  high  ! 


Of 
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Of  princely  Avay  the  cloudy  champion  feem'd, 
And  terror  from  his  eye  imperial  ftream'd  ! 
A  foul  of  fire  was  in  his  features  feen, 
In  his  proud  port,  and  his.  impetuous  mien  ! 

His  wond'rous  deed  was  like  the  torrent's  force  ; 
\\'^hite  as  its  foam,  and  rapid  as  its  covirfe  ! 
Proud,  the  defyer  of  our  hoft  lie  bore, 
And  fprung  with  fury  to  the  hoftile  fliore. 

A  fight  like  this  had  never  met  our  eyes, 
Or  flruck  our  fenfcs  with  a  like  furprize  ; 
To  fee  a  fteed  thus  courfing  on  the  wave, 
And  his  fierce  rider  thus  the  ocean  brave  ! 

My  King,  whofe  arm  would  every  peril  dare, 

Then  calm  demanded  of  the  trembling  fair, 

"  Is  this  the  chief  of  whom  thy  terror  fpoke, 

"  Agalnfl  whofe  power  thou  didfl  our  aid  invoke  ?" 

"  O   that  is  he !  that  is  my  deadly  foe  ! 
"  Too  well,  alas  !   his  dreadful  face  I  know  ! 
"  O  Coinlial's  generous  fon  !  I  grieve  for  thee, 
"  Againft  thy  hofl;  that  atal    arm  to  feC  ! 


«  He 
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"  He  comes !  he  comes  to  tear  his  vidim  hence ! 

**  No  power,  alas,  can  now  be  my  defence  ! 

**  No  force,  no  courage  can  that  fword  abide, 

*'  And  vainly  will  your  generous  aid  be  try'd  !" 

While  thus  to  Comhal's  noble  fon  Ihe  fpoke, 
Fierce  through  the  hoft,  the  foreign  champion  broke  ! 
Glowing  with  rage,  in  confcious  might  array'd, 
Forward  he  rufli'd,  and  feiz'd  the  trembling  maid  ! 

Swift  flew  the  fpear  of  Morni's  wratlxful  fon, 
And  to  the  foe  unerring  pafTage  won  : 
Through  his  pierc'd  fluield  the  aim  its  fury  guides, 
Rends  its  proud  boffes,  and  its  orb  divides. 

Impatient  Ofgnr  glow'd  with  ardent  fire, 
With  raging  fcorn,  and  with  indignant  ire  ; 
And,  darting  fate  from  his  impetuous  hand. 
He  ftretch'd  the  dying  courfer  on  the  ilrand  ! 

Unhors'd,  and  furious  for  his  wounded  fteed, 
And  breathing  tenfold  vengeance  for  the  deedj 
With  wrath  augmented  the  fierce  champion  burn'd, 
And  mad  with  rage,  on  his  aflailants  tuin'd. 


Dauntlefs 
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Dauntlefs  he  flood,  with  haughty  ire  inflam'd. 
And  loud  defiance  to  our  hofl:  proclaim'd  : 
Againft  us  all  his  fingle  arm  he  rais'd, 
While  in  his  hand  the  dreadful  faulchion  blaz'd ! 

Enrag'd,  our  hofls  the  proud  defiance  hear, 
And  rufli  to  vengeance  with  a  fwift  career. 
Finn  and  myfclf  alone  our  arms  withhold, 
And  wait  to  fee  the  flrange  event  unfold. 

When  lo  !   amazement  to  onr  wondering  eyes  ! 
In  vain  each  fpear  with  rapid  fury  flies  ! 
In  vain  with  might,  the  nearer  fwords  afl^ail. 
No  fpears  can  wound,  no  weapons  can  prevail. 

Thofe  chiefs,  who  every  foe  till  then  excell'd, 
Foil'd  by  his  force,  his  fingle  arm  repell'd. 
Low  on  the  blood-ftain'd  field  with  fliame  they  lay, 
Bound  by  his  hand,  and  vidims  of  his  fway  ! 

Great  Flan  Mac-Morni  fell  beneath  his  fword ; 
By  valour,  friendfliip,   and  by  fong  deplor'd ! 
Of  all-  the  champions  who  his  arm  fullain'd, 
Not  one  unwounded  on  the  field  remain'd. 


Had 
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Had  not  our  chiefs  been  all  well  arm'd  for  fight, 
They  all  had  funk  beneath  his  matchlefs  might ! 
Or  had  each,  fingly,  met  his  dreadful  force, 
Each,  in  his  turn,  had  fall'n  a  mangled  corfe  ! 

Now  Gaul's  brave  bofom  burns  with  frantic  ire. 

And  terror  flailies  from  his  eves  of  fire ! 

Rending  in  wrath,  he  fprings  upon  the  foe  I 

High  waves  his  fword,  and  fierce  defcends  its  blow  ! 

Dire  as  when  fighting  elements  engage, 

Such  is  the  war  the  dreadful  champions  wage  ! 

Whoever  had  that  fatal  field  beheld. 

He  would  have  thought  all  hunian  force  excell'd. 

Loud  was  the  clafh  of  arms  that  flream'd  with  gore, 
And  deep  the  wounds  each  dauntlefs  bofom  bore  ! 
Broke  are  their  fpears,  and  rent  each  mafly  fliield, 
And  fteel,  and  blood  beftrew  the  deathful  field  ! 

Never  again  fhall  two  fuch  chiefs  contend, 
Nor  ever  courage,  as  did  tlieirs,  tranfcend  ! 
So  great  the  havock  of  each  deadly  blade  ! 
So  great  the  force  each  valiant  arm  difplay'd  ! 

S  2  Ac 
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At  length  they  flack'd  the  fury  of  the  fight. 
And  vanquifli'd  Sora  own'd  fuperior  might  : 
No  more  he  could  the  fword  of  Gaul  fuflain, 
But  gafh'd  with  wounds,  he  funk  upon  the  plain. 

Woe  was  the  day  in  which  that  ftrlfe  arofe. 
And  dy'd  with  blood  the   harbour  of  his  foes  ! 
Woe  to  the  champions  of  that  lovely  dame  ! 
Woe  to  the  land  to  which  her  beauty  came  "^  I 

The  valiant  Sora  by  the  ftream  we  laid, 
And  while  his  laft  and  narrow  houfe  we  made. 
We  on  each  finger  plac'd  a  glitt'ring  ring  % 
To  grace  the  foe,  in  honor  of  our  King. 

Thus  fell  the  foreign  champion  on  our  coaft, 
And  gave  a  dear-bought  conqueft  to  our  hofl. 
The  royal  maid  our  courtefy  embrac'd. 
And  a  whole  year  tlie  Finian  palace  grac'd. 


Six 


'  It  is  probable  that  tliis  paffage  alluiles  to  fome  fubfequent  confequences  of  the 
death  of  Moira-borb. 

'  It  has  not  been  found  that  any  particular  cuftom  of  antiquity  is  here  al!uH':rd  to  : 
the  paffiige  is  tranflated  literally,  and  it  appears  that,  by  jjlacing  rings  on  the  finders 
of  Moira-borb,  they  meant  to  fhew  the  generofity  of  their  chief,  in  hoaouxing  a 
gallant  foe. 
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Six  following  months,  beneath  the  leeches  hand, 
The  wounds  of  Gaul  our  conftant  care  demand ; 
The  valiant  Gaul,  unvanquifh'd  in  the  fight, 
Gaul  of  the  weapons  of  reliftlefs  might. 

With  Finn,  the  chief  of  princely  cheer,  he  lay, 
Whofe  friendly  tendance  eas'd  the  tedious  day. 
Finn,  who  was  ever  to  the  brave  a  friend, 
Finn,  who  tlie  weak  would  evermore  defend  ■" ! 


But 


'  In  the  bY\le  0)^)11,  (Rhapfody  of  Oifin)  we  find  the  following  beautiful  cha« 
racier,  and  perfonal  defcription  of  this  celebrated  hero, 

fjs  tn6|it)dtttc  c<o)y\u 

"fa.  5t<tti  feOfini  ct^iofg. 

"jdo  h)  gctc  be-<iti  tctii  -Dec  fe-ttfic 

Tn 
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But  why  of  Jieroes  fliould  I  now  relate  ? 
Chang'd  is  my  form,  and  chang'd  is  my  eflate  ! 
Tliefc  akcr'd  looks,  with  age  and  forrow  pale, 
Should  warn  to  ceafe  from  the  heroic  tale  ! 


In  Englifli, — "  Finn  of  tlic  large  and  liberal  foul  of  bounty;  exceeding  all  liis 
"  countrymen  in  the  prowefs  and  accomplifhments  of  a  warrior.  King  of  mild 
"  majefty,  and  numerous  bards. 

«'  The  ever-open  houfe  of  kindnefs  was  his  heart.;  the  feat  of  undaunted  courage  ! 
•'  great  was  the  chief  of  the  mighty  Fenii ;  Finn  of  the  perfect  foul,  the  confummate 
«  wifdom  ;  whofe  knowledge  penetrated  events,  and  pierced  through  the  veil  of  futu- 
"  rity.     Finn  of  the  fplendid  and  ever-during  glories. 

"  Bright  were  his  blue-rolling  eyes,  and  his  hair  like  flowing  gold  !  Lovely  were 
«  the  charms  of  his  unaltered  beauty,  and  his  cheeks  like  the  glowing  rofe. 

'<  Each  female  heart  overflowed  with  affeftion  for  the  hero  whofe  bofoni  was  like 
"  the  whitenefs  of  the  chalky  clifT,  for  the  mild  fon  of  Morna  ;  Tinn,  the  king  of 
"  the  glittering  blades  of  war." 


ODES. 


A      N 


INTRODUCTORY        DISCOURSE 


TO.       THE 


WAR  ODE. 


A  H  E  militaiy  Odes  of  the  ancient  Celtse  have  been  noticed 
by  numberlefs  hiflorians ;  nothing  amongft  thofe  people  was  left 
nnfung :  Poetry  was  their  darling  fcience,  and  they  introduced 
it  into  every  fcene,  and  fuited  it  to  every  occafion.  One  of  the 
duties  of  the  Bard  was,  to  attend  his  chief  to  battle,  and  there- 
exert  his  poetic  powers,  according  to  the  fludluations  of  vidlory, 
and  the  fortune  of  the  fight.  This  fadl  is  well  attefted  by  antient 
Greek  and  Roman  wTiters  ;  alfo,  Du  Cange,  Mezeray,  and  many 
other  antiquaries  and  hlilorians  affirm,  that  this  cuflom  continued 
amongft  the  Gauls,  many  centuries  after  their  dereli6tion  by  the 
Romans.  Even  at  the  battle  of  Haftings,  the  troops  of  Nor- 
mandy were  accompanied  by  a  Bard,  animating  them  to  conquell 
with  warlike  odea.     The  great  number  of  Troubadours   retained 

T  by 
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by  the  French  noblefTe,  la  the  different  invafions  of  the  Holy 
Land,  prove  how  well  this  cviflom  was  fupported  by  civilized 
nations  of  the  middle  ages. 

But  it  will,  no  doubt,  appear  fingular,  that,  while  France  and 
Germany  fuff^red  no  ruin  or  fubverfion  of  their  fhates,  from  that 
epocha,  yet  fo  little  care  has  been  taken,  by  their  antiquaries, 
for  the  prcfervation  of  antient  documents,  that  it  is  affirmed, 
there  is  not  one  of  thefe  Odes  now  extant  amongfl  them  ;  while 
Ireland, — harraffed  by  war  and  rapine  ;  and  her  records  plun- 
dered by  foreign  invaders,  and  envious  policy, —  yet  ftlll  has 
preferved  a  number  of  thefe  original  produdllons,  which  throw 
many  rays  of  light  on  the  obfcureft  periods  of  Celtic  anti- 
quity. 

But  the  War  Ode  was  not  peculiar  to  the  Celtx  alone  ; 
Scandinavia,  too,  fent  her  Scalds  to  battle,  and  her  Chiefs  were 
animated  by  their  military  fongs  ;  although  Indeed  many  centu- 
ries later  than  the  period  in  which  we  find  our  Bards  poffeffed 
of  this  office  in  Ireland.  "  Hacon,  Earl  of  Norway  (fiys  Monf. 
"  Mallet)  had  five  celebrated  poets  along  with  him  In  that 
"  famous  battle  of  which  I  have  been  fpeaking,  when  the  war- 
"  rlors  of  Jomfbourg  were  defeated  ;  and  hlftory  records  that 
"  they   fung  each  an  Ode,  to  animate    the   foldlers,  before  they 

*'  engaged "  \" 

We 

•  See    ToRF.  Barthouk,    p.    172,  who   produces  other  inftanccs  to  the  fame 
purpofe;    particularly   that    of  Ohive,   king   of    Norway,     wlio    phiccJ    three    of   Iiis 

fcaUls 
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We  fee  here  a  remarkable  difference  between  the  Scandma>- 
vian  and  Celtic  poet,  in  the  execution  of  this  military  duty  : 
The  Ode  of  the  Scald  -vNas  compofed  for  the  purpofe,  and  fung 
befoj-e  the  engagement :  while  the  Irifli  Bard,  glowing  with  the 
joint  enthufiafm  of  tiie  poet,  and  the  warrior,  frequently  rufhed 
amidft  the  ranks,  and  following  his  Chief  through  all  the  fury 
of  the  fight,  continued,  to  the  laft,  thofe  fublime  and  elevating 
ftrains,  which,  infpired  by  the  fight  of  heroic  valour,  and  called 
forth  by,  and  fuited  to  the  inftant  occafion,  wrought  up  cou- 
rage to  a  pitch  of  frenzy,  and  taught  the  warrior  to  triumph 
even  in  the  pangs  of  death.  But  it  was  only  when  vidlory  was 
doubtful,  and  occafion  required  the  Bards  to  exert  all  their 
powers,  that  we  find  them  thus  rufliing  through  the  carnage  of 
the  field.  At  other  times  "  marching  at  the  head  of  the  armies, 
"  arrayed  in  white  flowing  robes,  harps  glittering  in  tlieir  hands, 
"  and  their  perfons  furrounded  with  Orfidigh,  or  inftrumental 
"  muficians  ;  while  the  battle  raged,  they  Jlood  apart,  and 
"  watched  in  fecurity  (for  their  perfons  were  held  facred)  every 

T  2  a<flion 


fcalds  about  him  to  be  eye-witnefies  of  his  exploits :  thefe  bards  compofed,  each  of 
them,  a  fong  upon  the  fpot,  which  Bartholin  has  printed,  accompanied  with 
a  Latin  vevCon.  Other  fongs  of  the  fame  kind  may  be  found  in  the  fame 
author. 

Here  is  one  inftance  wherein  we  find  a  Scandinavian  war  ode  compofed  (as  it 
appears)  cither  durhig,  or  after  the  engagement ;  but  their  eflablifhed  cuftom  was,  to 
fing  the  ode  (as  is  related  above)  befn  the  battle  joined. 

"  North.  Antlq.  vol.  i.  p.  386. 
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"  adion   of   the  Chief,    in    order   to   glean    fubjeds    for   their 
"  hiys'." 

Indeed,  the  enthufiaftic  ftarts  of  pafllon  ;  the  broken,  uncon- 
ne(5led,  and  irregular  wildnefs  of  thofe  Odes  which  have  efcaped 
the  wreck  of  ancient  literature  in  this  kingdom,  fufficiently  and 
inconteftibly  point  out  their  true  originality  to  every  cuTidid 
i-^adcr.  It  need  not  here  be  objecfted,  that  the  characT;er  in 
which  we  find  the  copies  now  extant  of  thefe  Odes,  is  different 
from  that  which  was  in  ufe  among  the  pagan  Irifh,  and  that 
the  language  of  them,  alfo,  is  too  intelligible  to  be  referred  to 
fo  remote  an  ^ra.  With  the  beauties  of  thefe  lingular  compo- 
fitions,  every  Iriili  reader,  of  every  age,  muft  have  been  eager  to 
acquaint  himfelf ;  and  when  acquainted  with  them,  to  commu- 
nicate to  others  the  knowledge,  and  the  pleafure  they  afforded 
liim :  of  courfc,  when  a  word  became  too  obfolete  to  be  gene- 
rally iinderftood,  it  was  changed  for  one  more  modern ;  and, 
for  the  fame  reafon,  when  the  ancient  charad^er  was  exploded, 
every  enfuing  copy  of  thefe  Odes  was  written  in  the  charadler 
of  the  times.  Indeed  there  are  ftill  a  fufficient  number  of 
obfolete  words  among  them,  to  make  the  language  extremely 
difhcuk ;  bxit  I  conceive  that  it  is  in  the  ftrudliu-e  of  the  com- 
pofitions,  and  the  fpirit  which  they  breathe,  rather  than  in  a  few 
unintelligible  epithets,  that  we  are  to  look  for  the  marks  of 
their  antiquity. 

The 

^   WaLKEU'j-  hi/}.  Mem.  of  the  Iri/I:  Sards,   p.  10. 
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The  copies  from  which  the  two  following  Odes  are  tranflated, 
I  procured  from  Maurice  Gorman  ;  there  is  alfo  a  copy  of  them 
in  the  colleclion  of  Mr.  O'Halloran  of  Limerick,  and  another, 
as  I  am  informed,  in  the  College  collection.  An  accompliihed 
proficient  in  the  learning  and  antiquities  of  this  country,  whofe 
name  (had  I  permiliion)  I  fnould  be  proud  to  reveal,  made  the 
following  elegant,  and  fpirited  remarks,  on  a  literal  tranflation 
of  the  firft  of  thefe  Odes,  upon  which  I  had  requefled  his  judg- 
ment. "  It  is  (fays  he)  in  my  opinion,  a  very  fine  fpecimen  of 
"  that  kind  of  poetry,  and  carries  genuine  originality  on  the  face 
"  of  it.  It  feems  not  only  to  have  been  compofed  on  the  occa- 
"  fion,  but  as  if  it  was  adlually  fung  by  the  bard  during  the 
**  heat  of  the  battle ;  which  fiippofition  is  quite  confonant  with 
*'  the  accounts  we  have  of  the  antient  Celtic  warriors,  and  the 
*'  office  of  their  Bards.  The  extreme  fimplicity  of  it  is  no  fmall 
"  part  of  its  merit,  and  has  more  in  it  of  the  true  fublime,  than 
*'  all  the  flowers  and  images  with  which  a  modern  poet  wouid 
"  have  embellifhed  it.  Imagination  may  follow  it  through  all 
"  the  changes  that  may  be  fuppofed  to  have  attended  an  obfli- 
"  nate  engagement,  in  which  the  hero  was  exerting  his  valour 
"  to  the  utmoft  ;  with  his  bard  Itanding  clofe  at  his  back, 
"  exhorting  him  to  perfevere,  and  giving,  as  it  were,  frelh 
"  energy  and  cfFeifl  to  every  (Iroke  of  his  fword." 

It  may  appear  ftrange  to  fee  a  Bard  rufhing,  fearlefs  and 
unhurt,  through  the  midll  of  contending  warriors  ;  his  hand 
encumbered  with  the  harp,  and  unprovided  with    any   arms  for 

cither 
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cither  defence  or  attack  :  but  the  charaifter  of  the  Filea  was  held 
{o  facred  amongfl  the  ancient  Celts,  that  they  wanted  no  other 
defence,  and  were  fo  protedled  and  I'evered  by  foes,  as  well  as 
friends,  that  even  "  the  very  whirl  and  rage  of  fight"  refpe(5led 
the  perfon  of  the  Bard. 

Irish  hiftory,  indeed,  affords  one,  and  but  one,  inftance  of  a 
fort  of  ficrilege  offered  to  the  life  of  a  Bard  ;  the  circumftances, 
however,  which  accompany  the  fa6l,  as  well  as  the  manner  in 
which  it  is  told,  prefent  us  with  the  ftrongefl  idea  of  the  horror 
that  fo  unufual  a  crime  then  excited.  The  Lc-ctbctfi  Le-caii,  (or 
Book  of  Sligo)  has  thus  preferved  the  relation  :  Fierce  wars  were 
carried  on,  about  the  middle  of  the  fourth  century,  between 
Eochaidh,  Monarch  of  Ireland,  and  Eana,  the  King  of  Leinfter. 
Cetmathach,  the  Monarch's  laureat,  had  fatyrized  fo  feverely  the 
enemy  of  his  King,  as  to  provoke  the  bittereft  rcfentment  of 
Eana,  who  vowed  unfparing  revenge.  In  the  battle  of  Cruachan, 
the  Monarch  was  defeated ;  and  Cetmathach,  purfued  by  the 
furious  King  of  Leinfter,  fled  for  fafety  amidft  the  troops  of  the 
vi(5lor,  who,  though  the  enemies  of  Eochaidh,  would  have  pro- 
tc(fi;ed  his  Bard :  but  the  brutal  Eana  was  not  to  be  appeafed, 
and  the  life  of  the  laureat  fell  a  facrifice  to  his  art.  Eana,  for 
this  atrocious  deed,  was  ever  after  branded  with  the  opprobrious 
name  of  Cin-falach,  (foul,  or  diflionorable  head).  It  has  defcend- 
ed  down,  through  his  immediate  pofterity,  to  the  prefent  day ; 
numbers  of  his  race,  of  the  name  of  Chi  or  Kiti-falab,  now  ex- 
ifling  in  Ireland. 

Of 


(      '43     ) 

Of  the  firft  of  the  following  Odes,  Ofgur,  the  fon  of  Oifin, 
is  the  hero,  but  we  are  not  told  who  the  Bard  was  that  compofcd 
it.  We  have,  however,  fufficient  reafon  to  conclude,  that  it  was 
fung  by  Fergus,  the  uncle  of  Ofgur  ;  firft,  becaufe  he  was  the 
appointed  Ard-filea  of  the  Fenii ;  and  alfo  becaufe  that,  in  an 
ancient  poem  on  the  battle  of  Gabhra,  he  is  introduced  as  ex- 
horting the  troops,  on  that  occafion,  to  the  fight,  furrounded  by 
his  Orfdigh,  or  band  of  muficians. 

ttgiif  Oft-^jx^edcb  net  Y^tacit, 
•octfi  wit»fiofOcfD  f dii  w]ont,'^\n 

"Dot  "D)OT)fO)5    <t«  CbdCd. 

Mr.  Walker,  in  his  Memoirs  of  the  Irish  Bards,  takes 
particular  notice  of  Fergus.  "  Oifin  (fays  he)  was  not  Finn's  chief 
"  Bard,  or  OUamh-re-dan.  This  honorable  ftation  was  filled  by 
"  Fergus  Fibheoil,  (of  the  fweet  lips)  another  fon  of  the  great 
"  Finian  commander ;  a  Bard  on  whom  fucceeding  poets  have 
"  beftowed  almoft  as  many  epithets,  as  Homer  has  given  to  his 
"  J.upiter. — In  feveral  poems,  ftill  extant,  he  is  called  Fergus 
"  Fir-gUc,  (the  truly  ingeiiious) ;  Fathach,  (fuperior  in  know- 
"  ledge)  ;  Focal-geur,  (ikilled  in  the  choice  of  words)  &c.  &c. 
"  So  perfuafive  was  his  eloquence,  that,  united  with  his  rank,  it 
"  acquired  him  an  almoft  univerfal  afcendency. 

"  But 
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"But    it  was   In  the   field  of  battle    that  Fergus'   eloquence 

"  proved    of     real   utility.      In    a     fine    heroic    Poem  »     called 

•'  the  Cdt  -Y^J-M-ciictjrt    (The    batt'e  of   Venti-y),     Finn   is  often 

"  rcprefcnted    as    calling    on    Ferg.;s,    to    animate    the     droop- 

"  ing  valour  of  his  officers,  which  the   Bard  never  fails  to  do, 

"  effedlually.     In   this   battle,    Oifin  was   beginning  to   yield   in 

"  fingle  combat ;  which  being  obfirved  by  Fergus,  he  addrefled 

"  fome  encouraging  ftrains  to  him,  in  a  lovid  voice  :    Thefe  were 

"  heard  by  Oifin,  and  his  foe  fell  beneath  his  fword ''. 

"  Several  admirable  poems,  attributed  to  Fergus,  are  ftill  ex- 
"  taut ;  Dargo,  a  poem  %  written  on  occafion  of  a  foreign  prince 
"  of  that  name  invading  Ireland.  Dargo  encountered  the  Fenii, 
"  and  was  flain  by  Goll,  the  fon  of  Morni. — C<s.t  gttlijia  (the 
"  battle  of  Gabhra).  This  battle  was  fought  by  the  Fenii  againfl 
"  Cairbre,  the   monarch  of  Ireland,  whofe  aim  in  provoking  it, 

"  was 


=  This  compofition  is  not  written  in  verfe,  but  it  does  indeed  abound  with  all  the 
ornaments  of  poetry. 

•>   O'Halloran's  HiJ}.  Ire/,  vol.  i.  p.  275. 

'  A  copy  of  this  poem  is  now  in  my  pofTeflior,  and  it  glows  with  all  the  fire  of 
genius;  but  at  the  fame  time  is  debafed  by  fuch  abfurd  impoflibilitics,  that,  as  I 
could  not  venture  to  omit  any  part  of  the  piece,  I  did  not  think  it  would  aii- 
fwer  for  tranflation.  From  the  chara£ler  given  of  this  poem,  I  am  tempted  to  fup- 
pofe  that  my  copy  is  a  corrupt  and  bad  one ;  perhaps  a  future  day  may  enable  me  to 
procure  a  better. 
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"  was  to  fupprefs  the  formidable  power  of  that  legion.     Cairbre's 
"  life  fell  a  facrifice  to  this  bold  attempt. 

"  These  Poems  abound  with  all  the  imagery,  fire,  and  glow- 
"  ing  dcfcrlption  of  the  ancient  Gaelic,  and  juflify  the  praifes 
"  beftowed  on  Fergus.  Each  poem  concludes  with  Fergus'  at- 
"  teflation  of  his  being  the  author.  Befides  thefe,  there  are,  A 
"  Panegyric  on  Goll,  the  fon  of  Morni'',  and  another  on  Ofgur'. 
"  In  the  latter,  the  poet  has  interwoven  an  animating  harangue 
*'  to  the  hero,  who  is  the  fubjecl  of  it,  in  tlae  battle  of  Gabhra." 

In  mofl  of  the  Finian  poems  that  I  have  feen,  Fergus  is  ho- 
norably noticed,  both  for  his  poetical  powers,  and  the  peculiar 
fweetnefs  of  his  temper  and  dilpofition  :   Thus  in  The  Chase, 

"  Did  Fergus  live,  again  to  ling, 
"  As  erft,  the  Fenii's  fame  !" 

Alfo  in  Magnus. 

"  Mild  Fergus  then,  his  errand  done, 

"  Return'd  with  wonted  grace  ; 
"  His  mind,  like  the  unchanging  fun, 

"  Still  beaming  in  his  face  ^" 

The 

*  See  the  fecond  War  Ode  in  this  colleftion. 

'  This  I  fuppofe  is  the  fame  with  the  original  of  the  following  Ode. 

^  Probably  this  extreme  gentlenefs  of  Fergus'  temper,  was  the  reafon   why  Jie  was 
chofen  Ard-filea,  or  chief  poet  to  the  Fenii,  though  his  brother  Oifin  was  fo  emi- 

U  nentlv 
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The  Annals  or  Innisfallen,  and  other  ancient  records,  and 
poems,  inform  us,  that  the  battle  of  Cabhra  was  fought  in  the  year 
of  our  Lord  296.  The  caufe  of  this  battle  (as  well  as  I  can  collc6l 
from  various  accounts)  was  pretty  nearly  as  follows: — The  celebrated 
body  of  the  Fenii  had  grown  to  a  formidable  degree  of  power. 
Confcious  of  the  defence  they  afforded  their  country,  and  the 
glory  thev  rcfledlcd  upon  it,  they  became  overweening  and  info- 
lent,  eilceming  too  highly  of  their  merits,  and  too  meanly  of 
their  rewards  ;  and  this  the  more,  as  they  perceived  the  Monarch 
difpofed  to  llight  their  fervices,  and  envy  their  fame. 

It  would  be  tedious  here  to  relate  the  various  caufes  afTigned 
by  different  writers  for  the  difcontents  which  occafioned  this  bat- 
tle :  Hiftorians,  in  general,  lay  the  chief  blame  upon  the  Fenii ; 
and  the  poets,  taking  part  -with  their  favourite  heroes,  cafl  the 
whole  odium   upon  Cairbre,    then  Monarch    of    Ireland.     The 

fault 


ncntly  diftinguiflicd  for  his  poetical  talents.  Oifin,  moft  likely,  would  not  have 
accepted  of  the  laureatfhip :  his  high  and  martial  fpirit  would  not  be  confined  to 
the  duties  of  that  flation,  as  they  would  often  have  neceflarily  withheld  him  from 
mixing  in  the  combat,  and  taking  a  luarrior's  (hare  in  the  victory.  The  charafter  of 
Fergus  was  much  more  adapted  than  that  of  Oifin,  to  fill  the  place  he  held,  even  fup- 
pofing  the  poetic  powers  of  Oifin  fuperior  to  thofe  of  his  brother. — Oifin,  like  the 
Caraftacus  of  the  inimitable  Mason,  felt  too  much  of 


•  the  hot  tide 


"  That  fluflies  crimfon  on  the  confcious  cheek 
"  Of  him  who  burns  for  glory  !" 

And  he  would  never  have  borne  to  hold  the  harp,  in  battle,  while  able  to  wield  » 
fword. 


(     H7    ) 

fault  mofl  likely  was  mvitual,  and  both  parties  fcverely  fuflered 
for  it.  Cairbrc  himfelf  was  killed  in  the  a(5lion,  and  a  dreadful 
flaughter  enfued  among  his  troops  ;  but  thofe  of  the  Fenii  were 
almofl  totally  deflroyed '' ;  for,  relying  upon  that  valour  which 
they  fondly  deemed  invincible,  they  ruflied  into  the  field  againft 
odds,  that  madnefs  alone  would  have  encountered.  In  an  ancient 
poem  upon  this  fubjc(fl,  Oifin,  relating  the  events  of  the  battle 
to  St.  Patrick,  tells  him,  that  "  few  in  number  were  the  Fenii, 
"  on  that  fatal  day,  oppofed  to  the  united  forces  of  the  king- 
"  dom,  headed  by  their  Monarch !  Finn  and  his  heroes  were 
"  not  there  to  aflift  them  ;  they  were  abfent  on  a  Roman  expe- 
"  dition." — Ofgur,  the  grandfon  of  Finn,  commanded  the  little 
body  that  remained,  and  led  them  on  to  the  attack ;  fired  with 
the  hope  of  encreaiing  glory,  and  wrought  up  to  a  frenzy  of 
valoiu",  by  the  animated  exhortations  of  his  Bard,  he  performed 
prodigies,  he  flew  numbers,  and  Cairbre  himfelf  at  length  fell 
by  his  hand.  Viiftory  then  feemed  to  declare  for  the  Fenii,  till 
Ofgur,  covered  with  wounds,  funk  upon  the  field.  He  died  ; 
with  him  died  the  hopes  of  his  adherents.  And  Epic  ftory  gives 
no  further  account  of  the  few  who  furvived  the  field. 

Several  poems  have  been  compofed  upon  the  fubje^l  of  this 
battle.  I  have  never  yet  feen  that  one  which  is  faid  to  have  been 
written  by  Fergus ;  but  I  have  now  before  mc  two  that  bear  the 

U  2  name 


E  The  Booh  of  Honth  afTirnis,  that  they  were  ^// d'.fcroyed,  Oifni  excepted  ;  and  that 
he  lived  till  the  arrival  of  St.  Patrick,  to  whom  he  related  the  exploits  of  tlie  Fenii. 


(     148     ) 

name  of  Oifin,  and  are  poirefled  of  confiderable  merit :  I  would 
gladly,  with  the  following  Ode,  have  given  a  tranflation  of  one 
of  the  many  poems  which  this  celebrated  battle  gave  rife  to ;  but 
as  I  am  told  there  are  more  perfe<5l  copies  extant,  than  thofe  in 
my  pofTeflion,  I  am  unwilling  to  give  an  inferior  one  to  the 
public. 


WAR 


I. 


WAR  ODE 


T     O 


O         S         G         U         R, 


WAR  ODE 

T     O 

OSGUR,     THE     SON     OF     OISIN, 

IN  THE  FRONT  OF  THE  BATTLE  OF  GABHRA. 


R  ISE,  might  of  Erin  !   rife ' ! 
O  !  Ofgur,  of  the  generous  foul ! 
Now,   on  the  foe's  aflonifh'd  eyes, 
Let  thy  proud  enfigns  wave  difmay  ! 
Now  let  the  thunder  of  thy  battle  roll, 
And  bear  the  palm  of  flrength  and  vidlory  away ! 

Son  of  the  fire,  whofe  ftroke  is  fate '', 

Be  thou  in  might  fupreme  ! 
Let  conqueft  on  thy  arm  await, 

In  each  confli(5ling  hour  ! 


SUghc 


^  C'JilJS  •    literally,  arife '. — It  means  here,  roufe  thyfelf!  exert  al!  thy  powers  ! 

^  Oifin,  the  father  of  Ofgur,   was   as  much  celebrated  for  his  valour,  as  for  his 
poetical  talents- 


(    '5^    ) 

Slight  let  the  force  of  adverfe  numbers  feem, 
Till,  o'er  their  proflrate  ranks,  thy  fliouting  fquadrons  pour  ! 

O  hear  the  voice  of  lofty  fong ! — 

Obey  the  Bard  ! 

Stop — flop  M'Garaldh ' !   check  his  pride, 
And   rufli   refiftlefs  on   each   regal    foe  ! 
Thin  their  proud  ranks,  and  give  the  fmoaking  tide 
Of  hoftile  blood  to  flow  ! 
Mark  where  Mac-Cormac  ''  pours  along  ! — 
Rufh  on — retard 
"         His  haughty  progrefs  ! — let  thy  might 
Rife,  in  the  deathful  fight,  ^a- 
O'er  thy  prime  foe  fupreme,"'  4 
And  let  the   ftream 
Of  valour  flow, 
Until  thy  brandifli'd  fword 
Shall  humble   ev'ry  haughty  foe, 
And    juftice    be    reflor'd  =. 

Son 


'  This  fori  of  Garaidh  was  then  King  of  Connnught,  and  he  led  a  chofen  band  to 
the  battle  of  Gabhra. 

■^  Cairbre,  Monarch  of  Ireland;  he  was  fon  to  Cormac,  the  preceding  Monarch, 
and  it  was  in  his  quarrel  that  the  allied  Princes  were  aflembled  in  this  day's  battle, 
againft  the  little  band  of  the  Fenii.  He  was  alfo  nearly  related  to  the  chiefs  of  the 
party  he  oppofed,  his  fifter  having  been  the  wife  of  Finn-Mac-Cumhal. 

'  InjuRicc  was  the  complaint,  and  the  caufe  of  quarrel,  affigned  both  by  the 
lung's  forces,  and  the  Fenii  :  The  Book  of  Hoath  has  prefcrvcd  a  fpecch  of  Ofgur's  on 

this 
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Son  of  the  King  of  fpotlefs  fame  *", 

Whofe  actions  fill  the  world  ! 
Like  his,  thy  ftory  and  thy  name 

Shall  fire  heroick  fong, 
And,  with  the  prowefs  of  this  day,  the  lofty  flraln  prolong  ! 
Shall  tell  how  oft,  in  Gabhra's  plain, 

Thy  dreadful  fpcar  was  hurl'd  ■" : 
How  high  it  heap'd  the  field  witli  ilain, 

How  wide  its  carnage  fpread, 
Till  gorg'd  upon  the  human  feall,  the  glutted  ravens  fed. 

X     ■  Refiftlefs 


this  occafion  ;  probably  jufl  as  autlicntic  as  mofl;  other  (peeches  of  the  kind,  that 
hiftory  gravely  tells  us  have  been  fpokcn  at  fuch  times.  It  fets  forth  the  grofs  in- 
juftice  and  ingratitude  with  which  they  had  been  treated  by  the  Monarch  ;  and  that 
they  only  fought  to  maintain  thofe  privileges  which  they  had  honorably  won,  and 
which  were  granted  to  their  anceftors  by  thofe  faithlefs  Princes,  now  in  arms  againfl 
them.  That  they  and  their  predeceflbrs  had  been  the  guardians  of  the  nation,  pro- 
tefting  its  harbours,  and  repelling  its  invaders ;  and  alfo  increafing  its  glory  by  the 
fplendour  of  foreign  conquefts,  and  the  rich  trophies  of  foreign  tributes  to  its  power ; 
but  that  now,  after  fo  many  battles  fought,  and  fo  many  honors  and  advantages 
derived  to  the  Monarch  by  their  valour,  he  wifhed  to  acquit  himfelf  of  the  obli>- 
gation,  by  putting  his  benefailors  to  the  fword,  or  banifliing  them  for  ever  from 
the  land. 

*  It  is  uncertain,  here,  •wi'at  King  the  poet  means,  whether  the  father,  or  the 
grandfather  of  his  hero ;  either  of  them  might  have  been  called  Ki/ig  by  the  Bard,  as 
the  word  Righ  is  frequently  made  ufe  of  for  any  great  commander,  or  military  fove- 
reign  ;  and  Ofgur  might  have  been  Riled  fon  to  either,  becaufe  Mae  (fon)  fignifies  alfo 
grandfon,  and  often  only  a  defcendant. 

^  The  poets  tell  us  of  an  incredible  {laughter,  made  in  this  battle  by  the  fword  of 
Ofgur :  the  brave  and  fierce  Mac-Garaidh,  King  of  Connaught,  of  the  tribe  of 
Morni,  and  Cairbre,  Monarch  of  Ireland,  befides  numbers  of  inferior  chieftains,  fell 
by  his  fingle  arm. 


(     154     ) 

Rcfifllefs  as  the  fpirit  of  the  night, 

In  ftorms  and  terrors  dreft, 
Withering  the  force  of  ev'ry  hoftile  breaft, 
Rufli  on  the  ranks  of  fight ! — 
Youth  of  fierce  deeds,  and  noble  fonl ! 
Rend — fcatter  wide  the  foe  ! — 
Swift  forward  rufh, — and  lay  the  waving  pride 
Of  yon  high  enfigns  low ! 
Thine  be  the  battle  ! — thine  the  fway ! — 
On — on  to  Cairbre  hew  thy  conquering  way. 
And  let  thy  deathfvil  arm  dafh  fafety  from  his  fide ! 
As  the  proud  wave,   on  whofe  broad  back 
The  florm  its  b\irden  heaves  '', 
Drives  on  the  fcatter'd  wreck 
Its  ruin  leaves  ; 
So  let  thy  fweeping  progrefs  roll, 
Fierce,  refiftlefs,  rapid,  flrong, 
Pour,  like  the  billow  of  the  flood,  o'erwhelming   might  along ! 

From  king  to  king  ',  let  death  thy  fteps  await, 
Thou  mefl^enger  of  fate, 
Whofe  awful  mandate  thou  art  chofen  to  bear : 

Take 


•'  It  is  impofTible  that  tlie  utmoft  flretch  of  human  imagination  and  genius 
could  ftart  an  image  of  greater  fublimity  than  tliis  ! — Had  Fergus  never  given  any 
further  proof  of  his  talents  than  what  is  exhibited  in  the  ode  now  before  us,  this 
ftanza  alone  had  been  fufficient  to  have  rendered  his  name  immortal ! 

'  The  monarch,  and  the  provincial  kings,  who  were  united  agniud  the  Fcnli. 
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Take  no  vain  truce,  no  refpite  yield, 

'Till  thine  be  the  contefled  field  ; 
O  thou,  of  champion'd  fiime  the  royal  heir ! 

Pierce  the  proud  fquadrons  of  the  foe, 
And  o'er  their  flaughter'd  heaps  triumphant  rife ! 
Oh,  in  fierce  charms,  and  lovely  might  arrayd  ! 
Bright,  in  the  front  of  battle,  wave  thy  blade  ! 
Oh,  let  thy  fury  rife  upon  my  voice  ! 
Ruili  on,  and  glorying  in  thy  Itrength  rejoice  ! 

Mark  where  yon  bloody  enfign  flies  *■ ! 
Rufli  ! — fcize  it ! — lay  its  haughty  triumphs  low  ! 

Wide  arovmd  thy  carnage  fpread  ! 
Heavy  be  the  heaps  of  dead ! 
Roll  on  thy  rapid  might. 
Thou  roaring  flrcam  of  prowefs  in  the  fight ! 
What  tho'  Finn  be  diftant  far ', 
Art  thou  not  thyfelf  a  war  ? — 

X  2  Vidory 

'  The  taking  of  the  enemy's  flandard  was,  we  find,  an  object  of  great  importance ; 
for  we  fee  the  bard  repeatedly  point  it  out  in  the  battle,  and  urge  his  hero  to  the 
capture  of  it.  The  ftriking  of  a  ftandard  among  the  Irifli  troops  was  in  general  a 
token  of  defeat.  See  O'Halloran. — "  The  duty  of  the  hereditary  ftandard-bearer 
"  was,  to  pieferve  the  royal  banner  ;  to  be  amongft  the  foremoft  of  the  troops  in 
"  allien,  and  in  the  rear  on  a  retreat ;  for  the  troops  had  ever  their  eye  on  the 
"  flandard,  and  when  the  prince  was  killed  (for  their  princes  feldom  furvived  a 
"  defeat)  the  ftandard  was  ftruck,  whicli  was  the  fignal  for  a  retreat."  Thus,  had 
Ofgur  been  able  to  feize  upon  tlie  enemy's  banner,  they  might  have  miftaken  its  dil- 
appearing  for  the  ufual  fignal,  and  fo  been  thrown  into  confufion. 

'  Finn,  at  the  time  of  this  battle,  was  abfcnt  on  a  Roman  expedition,  and  Cairbre 
took  advantage  of  this  circumftance,  to  haften  the  ifTue   of  the  couteft.     A  beautiful 

and 
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Vidory  fliall  be  all  thy  own. 
And  this  day's  glory  thine,  and  thine  alone  1 
Be  thou  the  foremoft  of  thy  race  in  fame  ! 
So  fliall  the  bard  exalt  thy  deathlefs  name ! 
So  fliall  thy  fword,  fupreme  o'er  numbers,  rife, 
And  vanquifli'd  Tamor's  "  groans  afcend  the  fls:ies  ! 

The* 


and  mod  nfieifUng  poem  (afcribed  to  Oifin)  on  this  fubjedl:,  informs  us,  that  Finn, 
with  his  troops,  returned  on  the  eve  of  the  battle,  and  that  he  arrived  juft  time 
enough  to  take  a  laft  adieu  of  his  dying  grandfon.  Their  meeting  is  defcribed,  and 
is  deeply  pathetic.  The  poet  alfo  adds,  that  "  Finn  never  after  was  known  to 
"  fmile  :  Peace,  after  tliat,  had  no  fweets,  nor  war  any  triumphs  that  could  reflore 
"  joy  to  his  breaft,  or  raife  one  wifli  for  ambition  or  for  glory,  even  though  the 
"  empire  of  Heaven  itfelf  were  to  be  won  by  his  arm,  or  were  offered  to  his  ac- 
"  ceptance  !" 

■"  Tamor,  or  Teanior,  the  royal  feat  of  the  monarch  of  Ireland.  "  Its  chief 
«*  court,  (fays  O'Conok)  was  three  hundred  feet  in  length,  thirty  in  height,  and 
"  fifty  in  breadth.  It  had  accefs  by  fourteen  doors,  which  opened  on  their  feveral 
♦'  apartments,  fitted  up  for  the  kings  and  deputies  of  each  province  :  The  royal  feat 
•«  was  eredted  in  the  middle  of  the  houfe,  where  the  monarch  fat  in  ftate,  with  his 
"  jywiin,  or  imperial  cap  on  his  head.  Tlie  kings  of  the  two  Munfters  took  their 
"  feats  on  his  left ;  thofe  of  Ulfter,  on  his  right ;  the  king  of  Leinller,  in  his 
"  front ;  and  the  king  of  Connaught,  together  with  the  Ollamhain,  behind  the 
«*  throne.  The  particular  rcafons  for  fuch  a  difpofition  are  not  fet  down  in  any 
"  MSS.  come  to  our  hands. 

"  This  high  court  of  convention  was  furrounded  by  four  other  large  houfes,  fitted 
"  up  for  the  lodging  and  accommodation  of  the  fever.il  provincial  kings  and  deputies, 
*<  during  the  felFion  ;  clofe  to  thcfe  were  other  houfes ;  one  for  ftate  prifoners,  ano- 
"  ther  for  Fileas,  and  another  for  the  princeffes,  and  the  women  who  attended  at 
"  court. 

"  Teamor  was  the  royal  feat  of  the  kings  of  Ireland,  and  the  principal  court  of 
"  legiflation,  from  the   days  of  OUamh  Fodla,  down  to  the  reigu  of  Dermod  Mac 

Cervaill ; 


(    157    ) 

Tho'  unequal  be  the  fight, 

Tho'  unnumber'd  be  the  foe  ", 
No  thought  on  fear,  or  on  defeat  beftow. 
For  conquefl  waits  to  crown  thy  caufe,  and  thy  fuccefsful  might ! 
Rufli,  therefore,  on,  aniid  the  battle's  rage. 

Where  fierce  contending  kings  engage, 
And  powerlefs  lay  thy  proud  opponents  low  ! 

O  lovely  warrior  !  Form  of  grace, 
Be  not  difmay'd  ° ! 
Friend  of  the  Bards  !  think  on  thy  valiant  race  ! 
O  thou  whom  none  in  vain  implore, 

Whofc 


"  Cervaill ;  fo  that  the  Fees  of  Tcamor  continued,  from  time  to  time,  through  a 
"  feries  of  more  than  eleven  hundred  years."  D'tjfertat'mtu  en  the  Hijl,  of  Ireland, 
p.  io8. 

The  fear  of  extending  this  note  to  too  great  a  length  has  obliged  me,  though 
reluctantly,  to  give  only  extracts  from  Mr.  O'Conor's  defcription.  For  a  more 
enlarged  account  of  this  celebrated  palace,  fee  Colleclanea,  vol.  i. 

°  The  Fenii  were  greatly  out-numbered  in  this  battle.  In  another  poem  on  the 
fubjecl,  attributed  to  Oifin,  and  addrefled  to  St.  Patrick,  we  find  this  pafTage. 
*'  There  was  Cairbre  LifFecar,  at  the  head  of  Erin's  mighty  hofts,  marching  againft 
"  our  forces,  to  the  field  of  Gabhra,  the  battle  of  fatal  ftrokes  !  There  was  alfo 
"  Mac  Garaidh,  and  a  thoufand  champions,  aiTembled  againft  the  powers  of  my 
«'  fon : — Nine  battalions  alfo  from  Ulfter,  and  the  Munfter  troops,  againft  our 
"  Leinfler  legion ;  befides  the  king  of  Connaught,  and  his  valiant  bands,  wlio  joined 
«<  with  the  monarch  againft  us,  in  that  day's  engagement.  Unfair,  and  unequal  was 
"  that  divifion  of  our  forces,  for  fmall  was  the  band  of  the  Fenii." 

°  Here  it  appears  that  Ofgur  begins  for  a  moment  to  yield  ;  but  quickly  after, 
animated,  and  renovattd  by  the  exhortations  of  his  bard,  we  find  him  again  dealing 
death  around. 


\ 


(  158  ) 

Whofe  foul  by  fear  was  never  fway'd, 
Now  let  the  battle  round  thy  cnfigns  roar  ! 

Wide  the  vengeful  ruin  fpread  I 
Heap  the  groaning  field  with  dead  ! 
Furious  be  thy  griding  fword, 
Death  with  every  ftroke  defcend  ! 
Thou  to  whofe  fame  earth  can  no  match  afford  ; 
That  fame  which  lliall  thro'  time,  as  thro'  the  world,  extend ! 

Shower  thy  might  vipon  the  foe  ! 

Lay  their  pride,  in  Gabhra,  low  ! 
Thine  be  the  fway  of  this  contefted  field  ! 

To  thee  for  aid  the  Fenii  fly  ^ ; 
On  that  brave  arm  thy  country's  hopes  rely, 
From  every  foe  thy  native  land  to  fhield ! 

Afpetft  of  beauty  !  pride  of  praife  ! 
Summit  of  heroic  fame  ! 
O  theme  of  Erin  !  youth  of  matchlefs  deeds  ! 
Think  on  thy  wrongs  !  now,  now  let  vengeance  raife 
Thy  valiant  arm  ! — and  let  deftrudlion  fl^ame, 

Till 


*  The  Irifli  in  general  were  frequently  called  Fenians,  or  Phenians,  from  their  great 
ancefter  Phenlus  I'arfa,  or,  perhaps,  in  allufion  to  their  Phccnician  defcent.  But  the 
Leinfter  legions  proudly  arrogated  that  name  entirely  to  thcmfelves,  and  called  their 
celebrated  body,  cxclufively,  Benii,  or  Fiana  Eireann. 


(    '59    ) 

*Till  low  beneath  thy  fword  each  chief  of  Ulfter  Ues ! 

O  prince  of  numerous  hofls,  and  bounding  fteeds  ! 

Raife  thy  red  fliield,  with  tenfold  force  endu'd  ! 
Forfake  not  the  fam'd  path  thy  fathers ''  have  purfu'd ! 

But  let,  with  theirs,  thy  equal  honours  rife  ! 

Hark  ! — Anguifli  groans  ! — the  battle  bleeds 
Before  thy  fpear  ! — its  flight  is  death  ! — 
Now,  o'er  the  heath. 
The  foe  recedes  ! 

And  wide  the  hoftile  crimfon  flows  ! — 

See  how  it  dyes  tliy  deathful  blade  ! — 
See,  in  difrnay,  each  routed  fquadron  flies  ! 
Now  ! — now  thy  havoc  thins  the  ranks  of  fight, 

And  fcatters  o'er  the  field  thy  foes  ! — 
O  ftill  be  thy  encreafing  force  difplay'd ! 
Slack  not  the  noble  ardour  of  thy  might ! 
Purfue — pxirfue  with  death  their  flight ! — 

Rife,  arm  of  Erin  ! — Rife  ! — 


"•  All  of  the  tribe  of  Boifhne  were  particularly  famed  for  proM'>efs,  and  celebratetl 
by  our  ancient  poets. 


ir. 


ODE 


T    O 


u 


(     i63     ) 
ADVERTISEMENT. 

TO  throw  light  o?i  the  fubjcd:  of  the  following  Ode,  I  have  endea- 
voured. In  vain,  to  procure  a  copy  of  the  legend  of  b]\u]SA'n  bfct^ 
tict  ))'ttliiiu)iie,  mentioned  in  Mr.  Walker's  Irifli  Bards;  /'//  which, 
he  fciys,  is  related  the  "  celebrated  contention  for  precedence  betvueen 
"Finn  and  Gaul,  near  Y'wxxxs  palace  at  h\.xx^!i\^^^\\.  The  attending 
"  Bards,  (continues  he)  obfervitig  the  engagement  to  groiv  very 
^''fjarp,  were  apprehenfve  of  the  confequences,  and  determined,  if 
"  poffible,  to  caufe  a  cejfaiion  of  hofilities.  To  cffcEl  this,  they  fiook 
"  The  Chain  of  Silence,  and  fung  themfelvcs  among  the  ranks,  ex~ 
"  tolling  the  fwcets  of  peace,  and  the  atchievcments  of  the  combatants^ 
"  anceflors.  Immediately  both  parties,  laying  doivn  their  arms,  liflened, 
*'  with  mute  attention,  to  the  harmonious  lays  of  their  Bards,  and  in 
"  the  end  rewarded  them  with  precious  gifts '." 

/  regret  much  that  I  have  never  feen  this  legend,  and  therefore  can 
only  conjecture  that  the  Ode  before  us  was  ccmpofed,  or  rather  recited, 
extempore,  upon  the  fame  occafton.  There  is  frequent  mention  made,  in 
our  romances  and  poems,  of  a  memorable  contejl  between  the  rival  tribes 
of  Morni  and  Boifhne,  of  which  Gaul  and  Finn  were  the  leaders  ; 
and  that,  by  the  mediation  of  the  Bards,  it  was  finally  concluded  in 
peace  :  but  I  have  never  feen  any  particular  account  of  the  difputc,  or 
defcription  of  the  combat :  nor  been  able  to  obtain  any  further  informa- 
tion upon  thefubje&,  than  the  little  I  have  here  given  to  the  public. 

»  HiJ}.  Mem.  Iri/h  Bards,  p.  44,  The  legend  here  alluded  to  is  not  in  the  poflefllon 
of  Mr.  Walker;  if  it  was,  his  politenefs  and  public  fpirit  would  not  have  fuffercd 
him  to  refufe  it. 

Y  2 


ODE 

T       O 

GAUL, 

THE     SON     OF     M  O  R  N  I. 


XAlGH-minded  Gaul,  whofe  daring  foul 
Stoops  not  to  our  Chief's '  controul ! 
Champion  of  the  navy's  pride  '' ! 

Mighty  ruler  of  the  tide  ! 

Rider  of  the  ftormy  wave, 

Hoftile  nations-  to  enflave ' ! 

Shield 

»  Finn  Mac-Cumhal,  then  general  of  the  Irirti  militia. 

■> '  "  Befidcs  their  (landing  armies,  we  find  the  Irifh  kept  up  a  confiderable  naval 
"  force,  whereby,  from  time  to  time,  they  poured  troops  into  Britain  and  Gaul, 
"  which  countries  they  long  kept  under  contribution.  To  this,  however,  many 
"  objedtions  have  been  made  ;  as  if  a  people  who  invaded  Ireland  in  thirty  large 
"  ftiips  could  ever  be  condemned  to  make  ufe  of  noevogs,  and  currachs  ! — Their 
"  migrations  from  Egypt  to  Greece,  and  from  thence  to  Spain,  have  alfo  been 
"  doubted,  from  the  fuppofed  difficulty  of  procuring  fliipping  ;  whijft  at  the  fame 
"  period  of  time  no  objedtions  have  been  made  to  the   accounts  of  the  Phoenicians, 

"  the 


(     i66    ) 

Shield  of  freedom's  glorious  boaft ! 

Head  of  her  unconquer'd  hoft ! 

Ardent  fon  of  Morni's  might ! 

Terror  of  the  fields  of  fight ! 

Long  renown'd  and  dreadful  name  ! 

Hero  of  aufpicious  fame  I 

Champion,  in  our  cavifc  to  arm  ! 

Tongue,  with  eloquence  to  charm  ! 
With  depth  of  fenfe,  and  reach  of  manly  thought ; 
With  every  grace,  and  every  beauty  fraught ! 

Girt  vsrith  heroic  might, 
When  glory,  and  thy  country  call  to  arms, 
Thou  go'fl  to  mingle  in  the  loud  alarms, 

And  lead  the  rage  of  fight ! 
Thine,  hero  !  thine  the  princely  fway 

Of  each  conflicling  hour  ; 


Thine 


««  the  Tyrians,  and,  after  them,  the  Greeks,  having  very  confiderable  fleets,  and  mak- 
♦<  ing  very  diftant  fettlements."  O'Hall.  Jiitrod.  to  the  Hijl.  and  Anttq.  of  Inland, 
p.  125. 

The  fame  learned  author  proceeds  to  bring  for\vard  fuch  proofs  of  the  naval  power 
of  our  early  anceftors,  as  muft  do  away  every  doubt,  in  minds  of  any  rcafon  or  can- 
dour; but  a  quotation  of  them  at  large  would  exceed  the  limits  of  a  note;  my  readers 
arc  therefore  referred  to  the  valuable  work  from  which  the  above  is  taken.  In  many 
parts  of  Colonel  Vallancey's  ineltimable  CoUeclanea,  they  may  alfo  find  proofs  of 
the  knowledge  of  the  early  Irifh  in  naval  affairs  : — indeed,  the  aftonifliing  number  of 
names  (no  lefs  than  between  forty  and  fifty)  for  a  ftiip,  in  the  Irifli  language,  appears 
to  give  ground  for  concluding  chat  there  muft  have  been  fome  degree  of  proportionable 
variety  in  their  ftrudture. 


(    '6;   ) 

Thine  ev'ry  bright  endowment  to  difplay, 
The  fmile  of  beauty,  and  the  arm  of  pow'r  ! 

Science,  beneath  our  hero's  fhade, 
Exults,  in  all  her  patron's  gifts  array 'd  : 
Her  Chief,  the  foul  of  every  fighting  field  ! 
The  arm, — the  heart,  alike  urilcnown  to  yield  ! 

Hear,  O  Finn  !  thy  people's  voice  ! 

Trembliiag  on  our  hills  "^  we  plead  ; 
O  let  our  fears  to  peace  incline  thy  choice  ! 
Divide  the  fpoil  %  and  give  die  hero's  meed ! 
For  bright  and  various  is  his  wide  renown. 
And  war  and  fcience  weave  his  glorious  crown ! 

Did  all  the  hofls  of  all  the  earth  unite, 
From  pole  to  pole,  from  wave  to  wave. 


Exultins: 


"i  This  alludes  to  a  cuftom  which  prevailed,  amongft  the  early  Iriili,  of  holding  all 
their  public  meetings,  and  frequently  their  feafts,  on  the  tops  of  lofty  eminences.  In 
the  few  prefatory  lines,  annexed  to  this  ode,  I  have  hazarded  a  conjedure  that  it 
was  one  of  the  extemporaneous  compofitions,  fo  celebrated  in  the  romance  of 
6f1Xl)5ctl1  be-d5  net  h'  <ttrilUj1ie- j  yet  this  paffage  feems  an  objedion,  unlefs  we 
fuppofe  that  an  entertaiment,  or  a  peaceable  meeting,  ended  in  a  battle,  (which  indeed 
might  have  been  the  cafe)  for  the  mention  of  "  hills"  here,  implies  peace,  and  the 
quotation  from  the  romance  exprefsly  tells  us,  that  the  ode  was  fung  at  the  combat. 

=  Poffibly  it  might  have  been  about  the  divifion  of  the  booty,  gained  in  fome 
Britifh,  or  perhaps  Continental  expedition,  that  the  tribes  of  Morni  and  Boifline 
■were  at  variance  :  at  leaft  it  appears  by  this  paflagc  that  a  part  of  their  difcontents 
arofe  from  fome  fucli  occafion. 


(     '68     ) 

Exulting  in  their  might : 
His  is  that  monarchy  of  foul 
To  fit  him  for  the  wide  controul, 

The  empire  of  the  brave  ! 

Friend  of  learning  !   mighty  name  ! 
Havoc  of  hofts,  and  pride  of  fame  ! 
Fierce  as  the  foaming  ftrength  of  ocean's  rage, 
When  nature's  powers  in  ftrife  engage, 
So  does  his  dreadful  progrefs  roll, 
And  fuch  the  force  that  lifts  his  foul ! 

Fear  him,  chief  of  Erin's  might ! 

And  his  foe  no  longer  be  ; 
Sun  of  honor's  facred  light. 

Rending  ftorm  of  death  is  he  ! 

Finn  of  the  flowing  locks  \  O  hear  my  voice  ! 
No  more  vi^ith  Gaul  contend ! 
Be  peace,  henceforth,  thy  happy  choice, 
And  gain  a  valiant  friend  ! 


Secure 


'  The  natural  and  beautiful  ornament  ot  hair  was  much  cheriflied  and  efteemed 
amongft  tlic  ancient  Irifli.  I  know  not  whence  the  idea  of  their  matu-J  locks  (fo 
often  mentioned  by  Englifli  chroniclers)  had  its  rife : — certain  it  is  that  we  meet  M'ith 
no  fuch  exprclfion,  in  any  of  our  Irifli  annals,  legends,  or  poems : — on  the  contrary, 
the  epithets  "  (lowinj; — curling — waviitg  locks,"  perpetually  occur,  and  are  apparently 
efteemed  a8  eflential  to  the  beauty  of  the  warrior,  as  to  that  of  the  fair. 


(    iS9    ) 

Secure  of  vidlory,  to  the  field 

His  conquering  ftandard  goes  ; 
'Tis  his  the  powers  of  fight  to  wield, 

And  woe  awaits  his  foes ! 

Not  to  mean  infiduous  art ' 
Does  the  great  name  of  Gaul  its  terrors  owe ; 
But  from  a  brave,  undaunted  heart 
His  glories  flow ! 

Z  Stature 


s  '<  What  added  luftre  to  the  native  valour,  was,  the  eitreme  openncfs,  candour, 
"  and  fimplicity  of  this  people  (the  Irifh) ;  not  even  to  gratify  that  infatiable  thirft  for 
"  power,  the  fource  of  fuch  dcvaftations,  do  we  often  read  of  indirect  or  difhonorable 
«'  means  ufed.  Heralds  were  fent  to  denounce  fair,  open  war,  and  the  place,  time  and 
«  adtion  were  previoufly  fettled.  If  any  unforefeen  accident  difappointed  either  party, 
"  as  to  the  number  of  troops,  &c.  notice  was  fent  to  his  opponent,  and  a  further 
•«  day  was  appointed,  and  generally  granted."  O'Hall.  Int.  to  the  H'ljl.  and  Jltitiq.  of 
Ireland,  p.  223. 

Indeed,  for  a  fpirit  of  honor,  and  a  natural  rectitude  of  mind,  the  Irifh  were 
rem.arktd  even  by  the  writers  of  a  nation,  once  their  bitter  enemies.  Their  love  of 
juftice,  and  attachment  to  the  laws,  was  thus  acknowledged  by  Baron  Finglas,  in  the 
days  of  Henry  the  Eighth.  "  The  laws  and  ftatutes  made  by  the  Iriih,  on  their  hills, 
«  they  keep  firm  and  ftable,  without  breaking  them,  for  any  favour  or  reward." 
Baron  Fingl.'^sV  Breviate  of  Ireland.  Sir  John  Daves  too,  (Attorney  General  in 
the  reign  of  James  the  Firfl)  acknowledges  that  "  there  is  no  nation  under  the  fun 
<«  that  love  equal  and  indifferent  juflice  better  than  the  Irifli  ;  or  will  reft  better 
«'  fatisfied  with  the  execution  thereof,  although  it  be  againft  themfelves."  Daves's 
Hi/},  of  Inland.  Alfo  Cooke,  treating  of  our  laws,  fays,  "  For  I  liave  been 
«  informed  by  many  of  them  that  have  had  judicial  places  there,  and  partly  of 
•'  mine  01m  knowledge,  that  there  is  no  nation  of  the  Chriilian  world,  that  are  greater 
•«  lovers  of  juftice  than  they  are;  which  virtue  muft  of  neceflity  be  accompanied  bjr 
"  many  others."     CookeV  I'lfliiutes,  chap.  76. 


(     17°     ) 

Stature  fublime  ^,  and  awful  mien  T 
Arm  of  ftrcngth,  by  valour  fleel'd  ! 

Sword  of  fate,  in  battle  keen, 
Sweeping  o'er  the  deadly  field ! 

Finn  of  the  dark-brown  hair  !  O  hear  my  voice  ! 
No  more  with  Gaul  contend  ! 
Be  peace  fincere  henceforth  thy  choice^ 
And  gain  a  valiant  friend  ! 
In  peace,  tho'  inexhaufted  from  his  breaf: 

Each  gentle  virtue  flows. 
In  war,  no  foixe  his  fury  can  arrefl, 
And  hopelels  are  his  foes. 

Leader  of  the  fhock  of  arms, 
Loudefl  in  the  loud  alarms  ! 
Friend  of  princes,  princely  friend, 
Firfl  in  bounty  to  tranfcend ! 
Patron  of  the  fchools '  encreafe  ! 
Sword  of  war,  and  fhield  of  peace  ! 


Glory 


*  Amongft  our  early  anceftors,  not  only  perfonal  ftrength,  and  courage,  but  alfo 
beauty, — a  graceful  figure,  an  elegant  addrcfs,  and  niajeftic  ftature,  were  requifite 
in  the  candidates  for  knighthood.     See  O'Halloran.     Keating. 

'  To  be  efteemed  the  patrons  of  fcicnce,  was  (next  to  military  renown,)  the  chief 
objeft  of  ambition,  with  the  princes,  and  chieftains  of  the  ancient  Irifli. 


(    '7'    ) 

Glory  of  the  fields  of  fame  ! 

Pride  of  hofts  !  illuftrious  name  ! 

Strength  of  pow'r  !  triumphant  might !  /^ 

Firm  maintainer  of  the  fight ! 

Fierce  in  the  confli<5i:ing  hour  ; 

Bulwark  of  the  royal  pow'r ! 

O  generous  charm  of  all-accomplilli'd  love  !— 

Locks  of  bright  redundant  fhade  ! 

Bread  where  ftrength  and  beauty  ftrove  ! 
White  as  the  hue  the  chalky  clLffs  difplay'd '' ! 
To  thee  glad  Erin  fhould  her  homage  pay, 

And  joy  to  own  thy  glorious  fway  ! 
Spirit  refolute  to  dare  ! 

Z  2  Afped 


*  "  The  bread  like  the  chalky  cliff." — "  The  hero  with  the  breift  of  fnow." — 
"  The  fide,  white  as  the  foam  of  the  falling  flrenm," — frequently  occur  in  our  Irifh 
poets'  defcriptions  of  their  youthful  warriors.  The  ideas  which  thefe  paflages  convey, 
are  rather  inconfiftent  with  the  difgufting  ones  that  muft  be  conceived  of  the  early 
Irifh,  by  thofe  who  give  credit  to  the  accounts  of  writers  who  tell  us,  they  tvore 
Jlnrts  dyed  in  faffron,  for  the  convenience  of  hiding  the  dirt,  and  further  add,  that 
they  never  pulled  them  off  until  fairly  worn  out. — In  this  cafe,  whatever  nature  might 
have  done  in  the  blanching  of  their  fkins — habit  mufl:  have  counteraifled  all  her 
good  intentions.  Whence  then  did  the  bard  derive  his  idea  .■■ — So  falfe  a  compli- 
ment, one  would  think,  muft  rather  have  drawn  refentment  upon  him  than  thanks, 
by  reminding  his  flovcnly  heroes  what  filthy  creatures  they  were.  But  indeed  the 
affertion  feems  too  abfurd  for  argument,  and  is  moft  worthily  anfwered  by  a  fmile. 
Tlie  facl  is,  that  the  antient  Irifh  were  fo  remarkably  cleanly,  as  never  to  reft  from 
fatigue,  or  fit  down  to  meat,  after  exercife,  until  they  had  firft  refrefhed  and  cleanfed 
themfelves  by  ablutions.     See  Keating,  Warner,  &c. 


(       172       ) 

Afpecl  fweet  beyond  compare, 
Bright  with  inlph-ing  foul !   with  blooming  beauty  fair  ! 
Warrior  of  majeilic  charms ! 
High  in  fame,  and  great  in  arms  ! 
Well  thy  daring  foul  may  tow'r, 
Nothing  is  above  thy  pow'r ! 

Hear,  O  Finn  !  my  ardent  zeal, 

While  his  glories  I  reveal ! 

Fierce  as  ocean's  angry  wave ', 

When  conflicting  tempefts  rave  ; 
As  flill,  with  the  encreafing  florm, 
Increafing  ruin  clothes  its  dreadful  form, 
Such  is  the  Chief,  o'erwhelming  in  his  force, 
Unconquer'd  in  his  fwift,  refiftlefs  courfe  ! 

Tho'  in  the  fmiles  of  blooming  grace  array 'd, 

And  bright  in  beauty's  every  charm ; 
Yet  think  not,  therefore,  that  his  foul  will  bend,, 

Nor  with  the  Chief  contend  ; 
For  well  he  knows  to  wield  the  glittering  blade, 

And  fatal  is  his  arm  ! 

Bounty 

'  Here  we  find  a  repetition  of  the  fame  image  that  occurs  a  few  flanzas  before : 
the  language  is  indeed  a  little  vnrieJ,  yet  flill  the  image  is  the  fame.  I  have  already 
apologized  lor  this  frequent  repetition,  and  entreat  my  readers  to  recolle<fl  what  has 
heen  faid  upon  the  fubje£t.  But  an  extemporaneous  compofition,  like  this,  ought  to 
be  exempt  from  that  feverity  of  criticifm  which  may  with  jullice  be  exercifed  on  the 
produdlioiis  of  lludy,  and  the  labours  of  time. 


(     '73    ) 

Bounty  in  his  bofom  dwells  ; 

High  his  foul  of  courage  fwells  ! 

Fierce  the  dreadful  war  to  wage, 
Mix  in  the  whirl  of  fight,  and  guide  the  battle's  rage ! 

Wide,  wide  around  triumphant  ruin  wield. 
Roar  through  the  ranks  of  death,  and  thunder  o'er  the  field ! 

Many  a  chief  of  mighty  fway 
Fights  beneath  his  high  command  ; 
Marflials  his  troops  in  bright  array. 
And  fpreads  his  banners  o'er  die  land. 

Champion  of  tmerring  aim  ! 
Chofen  of  Kings,  triumphant  name  ! 
Bounty's  hand,   and  Wifdom's  head, 
Valiant  arm,   and  lion  foul. 
O'er  red  heaps  of  llaughter'd  dead, 
Thundering  on  to  Glory's  goal ! 

Pride  of  Finian  fame,  and  arms  ! 
Mildnefs  "  of  majeflic  charms  ! 
Swifcnefs  of  the  battle's  rage  ! 
Theme  of  the  heroic  page  ! 


Firru 


"  "  The  knowledge  of  arms  was  but  a  part  of  the  education  of  the  Cehic  warrior. 
"  In  Ireland,  they  were  well  informed  in  hiftory,  poetry,  and  the  polite  arts ;  they 
"  v.ere  fv.orn  to  be  the  proteftors  of  the  fair,  and  the  avengers  of  their  wrongs  ;  and 
«'  to  be politi  ill  words  and  addrefs,  even  to  their  greatcjl  enemies."     O'HaLLORAN. 


(     174     ) 

Firm  la  purpofe  !   fierce  in  fight ! 
Arm  of  flaughter  !   foul  of  might ! 
Glory's  light !   illuftrious  name  ! 
Splendour  of  the  paths  of  fame  ! 
Born  bright  precedent  to  yield, 
And  fweep  with  death  the  hoflile  field  ! 

Leader  of  Sylvan  fports  ;   the  hound,  the  horn. 

The  early  melodies  of  morn  ! — 
Love  of  the  fair,  and  favourite  of  the  mufe ». 
In  peace,  each  peaceful  fcience  to  difiiife : 
Prince  of  the  noble  deeds  !   accomplifh'd  name  ! 
Increafmg  bounty !  comprehenfive  fame  ! 

Ardent,  bold,  unconquer'd  Knight ! 

Breaker  of  the  bulwark's  might ! 

Chief  of  war's  refifllefs  blade, 
With  fpears  of  wrath,  and  arms  of  death  array'd ! 
Heroiic  Gaul !    beneath  thy  princely  fway, 
The  earth  might  bend,  and  all  her  hofl  obey  ! 

Hear,  O  Gaul !  the  poet's  voice  ! 
O  be  peace  thy  gen'rous  choice  ! 


Yield 


"  Irifh  hiflory  informs  us,  that  thofc  of  tlieir  Monarchs  or  Cliicfs  who,  befides  the 
accuftomcd  patronage  of  fcience  and  fong,  were  themftlves  pofTeflcd  of  the  gifts  of  the 
mufe,  obtained,  on  that  account,  from  their  Fileas,  and  from  their  countrymen  in 
general,  a  diflinguifhed  portion  of  honor,  refpedl;  and  celebrity. 


(     ^75    ) 

Yield  thee  to  the  Bard's  defire  ! 
Calm  the  terrors  of  thine  ire ! 
Ceafe  we  here  our  mutual  flrife  ; 
And  peaceful  be  our  future  life  ! 

Gaul.    I  yield,  O  Fergus  !  to  thy  mild  defire  j^ 
Thy  words,  O  Bard  !  are  fweet  j 
Thy  wlfh  I  freely  meet, 
And  bid  my  wrath  expire. 
No  more  to  difcontent  a  prey, 
I  give  to  peace  the  future  day ; 
To  thee  my  foul"  I  bend, 
O  guilelefs "  friend  ! 
The  accents  of  whofe  glowing  lip  well  know  that  foul  to  fway. 

Bard.    O  fwift  in  honor's  courfe  !  thou  generous  name ! 
lUuftrious  Chief,  of  never  dying  fame  ! 


"  Acharaaer  grtH  'fibtixlly  {without  guile  or  deceit,)  was  efteemed  the  higheft 
that  could  be  given,  amongft  the  ancient  Irifh  :  and  the  favourite  panegyric  of  a  Bard, 
to  his  favourite  hero,  would  be,  that  he  had  a  heart  incapable  of  gi<i/e. 


IIL 


O 


D 


E 


ON  A 


SHIP. 


A  a 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  following  defcript'ive  Ode  was  written  by  a  gentleman  of 
the  name  of  Fitz-Gerald,  in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  as  appears  from 
P^Jf-W^  "'  fi"^^  "^'^^^  //Vf^j-,  compofed  by  the  fame  author.  The 
fubje&  of  it^  %ve  fee^  is  a  voyage  to  Spain  ;  but  the  idea  of  thus  cele- 
brating the  fubjeB,  was  probably  fuggejled  by  the  third  Ode  of 
Horace  :  for  though  the  Irilh  poet  can  by  no  means  be  faid  to  have 
copied  the  Roman  one,  yet  he  feems  to  have,  in  fome  meafure^  adopted 
his  defgn. 

I  fould  be  accufed  of  treafon  to  the  majejly  of  Horace,  did  I  fay 
that  he  is  fnpajfed  by  our  Irifh  bard  upon  this  fubje£i  : — I fhall  noty 
therefore^  r'fk  the  ceyfure : — but,  my  readers  are  at  liberty  to  do  it,  if 
they  pltife. 

For  the  original  of  the  following  Ode  I  am  indebted  to  Mr. 
O'Flanagan  of  Trinity  College. — There  is  alfo  another  copy  of  it 
in  Mr.  O'Halloran's  collection. 


A  a  2 


ODE,     BY     FITZ -GERALD, 

Written  on  his  fcttlng  out  on  a  Voyage  to  Spain.- 


flLESS   my  good  Ihip,  proteding  pow'r  of  grace  ! 
And  o'er  the  winds,  the  waves,  the  deflin'd  coaft, 
Breathe  benign  fplrit ! — Let  thy  radiant  hod 

Spread  their  angehc  fhields  ! 
Before  us,  the  bright  bulwark  let  them  place, 
And  fly  befide  us,  through  their  azure  fields  ! 

O  calm  the  voice  of  winter's  florm ! 

Rule  the  wrath  of  angry  feas  ! 
The  fury  of  the  rending  blaft  appeafe, 
Nor  let  its  rage  fair  ocean's  face  deform ! 
O  check  the  biting  wind  of  fpring, 

And,  from  before  our  courfe, 
Arreft  the  fury  of   its  wing. 

And  terrors  of  its  force  ! 
So  may  we  fafely  pafs  the  dang'rous  cape, 
And  from  the  perils  of  the  deep  efcape  ! 


I  grieve 


(.    l82       ) 

I  grieve  to  leave  the  fplendid  fcata 

Of  Teamor's  ancient  fame  ! 
Manfion  of  heroes,  now^  farew^ell ! 
Adieu,  ye  fweet  retreats. 
Where  the  fam'd  hunters  of  your  ancient  vale, 
Who  fwell'd  the  high  heroic  tale, 
Were  wont  of  old  to  dwell ! 
And  you,  bright  tribes  of  funny  ftreams,  adieu ! 
While  my  fad  feet  their  mournful  path  purfue, 
Ah,  well  their  lingering  fleps  my  grieving  foul  proclaim  ! 

Receive  me  now,  my  fhip ! — hoifl  now  thy  fails. 

To  catch  the  favouring  gales. 
O  Heaven  !  before  thine  awful  throne  I  bend  ! 
O  let  thy  power  thy  fervants  now  protc<5l ! 
Increafe  of  knowledge  and  of  wifdom  lend. 
Our  courfe,  through  cv'ry  peril  to  diredl ; 

To  fteer  us  fafe  through  ocean's  rage. 
Where  angry  ftorms  their  dreadful  ftrife  maintain ; 

O  may  thy  pow'r  their  wrath  affuage  ! 
May  fmiling  funs,  and  gentle  breezes  reign ! 

Stout  is  my  well-built  fliip,  the  florm  to  brave, 
Majcftic  in  its  might. 
Her  bulk,  tremendous  on  the  wave, 
Ereds  its  flately  height ! 


From 


(    i83    ) 

From  her  flrong  bottom,  tall  in  air 

Her  branching  mafls  afpiring  rife  ; 
Aloft  their  cords,  and  curling  heads  they  bear, 
And  give  their  flieeted  enfigns  to  the  fkies  ; 
While  her  prond  bulk  frowns  awful  on  the  main, 
And  feems  the  fortrefs  of  the  liquid  plain  ! 

Dreadful  in  the  fliock  of  fight, 

She  goes — fhe  cleaves  the  ftorm  ! 
Where  ruin  wears  its  mofl  tremendous  form 

She  fails,  exulting  in  her  might ; 
On  the  fierce  necks  of  foaming  billows  rides, 

And  through  the  roar 
Of  angry  ocean,  to  the  deftin'd  fliore 

Her  courfe  triumphant  guides  ; 
As  though  beneath  her  frown  the  winds  were  dead, 
And  each  blue  valley  was  their  filent  bed ! 

Through  all  the  perils  of  the  niain 
She  knows  her  dauntlefs  progrefs  to  maintain  ! 

Through  quickfands,  flats,  and  breaking  waves, 
Her  dang'rous  path  flie  dares  explore ; 
Wrecks,  florms,  and  calms,  alike  (he  braves, 
And  gains,  with  fcarce  a  breeze,  the  wilh'd-for  fhore ! 
Or  in  the  hour  of  war, 
Fierce  on  flie  bounds,  in  confcious  might, 
To  meet  the  promis'd  fight ! 
While,  diftant  far, 

The 


(     i84     ) 

The  fleets  of  wondering  nations  gaze, 
And  view  her  courfe  with  emulous  amaze, 

As,  like  fome  champion'd  fon  of  fame, 

She  ruflies  to  the  fhock  of  arms, 
And  joys   to   mingle   in  the   loud  alarms, 
Impell'd  by  rage,  and  fir'd  with  glory's  flame. 

Sailing  with  pomp  iipon  the  watery  plain. 
Like  fome  huge  monfl:er  of  the  main, 
My  fliip  her  fpeckl'd  bofom  laves. 

And  high  in  air  her  cvirling  enfigns  waves  ; 

Her  {lately  fides,  with  polifli'd  beauty  gay. 

And  gunnel,  bright  with  gold's  eiHalgent  ray. 

As  the  fierce  Griflin's  dreadful  flight 
Her  monfl;rous  bulk  appears. 
While  o'er  the  feas  her  towering  height, 
And  her  wide  wings,  ti-emendous  fliade  !  flie  rears. 
Or,  as  a  champion,  thirfling  after  fame, — 
The  flirife  of  fwords, — the  deathlefs  name, — 
So  does  fhe  feem,  and  fuch  her  rapid  courfe  ! 

Such  is  the  rending  of  her  force ; 
"When  her  fliarp  keel,  where  dreadful  fplendours  play, 
Cxits  through  the  foaming  main  its  liqxxid  way. 
Like  the  red  bolt  of  Heaven,  flie  flioots  along, 
Dire  as  its  flight,  and  as  its  fury  fl:rong ! 


God 


(     >85     ) 

God  of  the  winds  !  O  hear  my  pray'r  ! 

Safe  pafTage  now  beftow  ! 
Soft,  o'er  the  flumbering  deep,  may  fair 

And  profperous  breezes  &»  !  vtff-ur- 
O'er  the  rough  rock,  and  fwelHng  wave, 

Do  thou  our  progrefs  guide  ! 
Do  thou  from  angry  ocean  fave. 

And  o'er  its  rage  prefide. 

Speed  my  good  Ihip,  along  the  roUing  fea, 
O  Heaven  !  and  fmihng  fkies,  and  favouring  gales'  decree  ! 
Speed  the  liigh-mafted  fhip  of  dauntlefs  force. 
Swift  in  her  glittering  flight,  and  founding  courfe  ! 
Stately  moving  on  the  main, 
Foreft  of  the  azure  plain  ! 
Faithful  to  confided  truft, 
To  her  promis'd  glory  jufl ; 
Deadly  in  the  ftrife  of  war. 
Rich  in  ev'ry  gift  of  peace, 

Swift  from  afar. 
In  peril's  fearful  hour. 
Mighty  in  force,  and  bounteous  in  her  power. 
She  comes,  kind  aid  flie  lends, 
She  frees  her  fupplicating  friends, 
And  fear  before  her  flies,  and  dangers  ceafe ! 

B  b  Flear, 


(  1^6  ) 

Hear,  bleft  Heaven  !  my  ardent  pray'r ! 
My  fhip — my  crew — O  take  us  to  thy  care  ! 

O  may  no  peril  bar  our  way  ! 
Fair  blow  the  gales  of  each  propitious  day  ! 
Soft  fwell  the  floods,  and  gently  roll  the  tides, 
While,  from  Dunboy,  along  the  fmiling  main 
We  fail,  until  the  deflined  coaft  we  gain. 
And  fafe  in  port  our  gallant  veflel  rides  ! 


ELEGIES. 


Bb  2 


(     '89     ) 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

OF  the  Ir'ifi  "Hldlft^Hct,  or  Funeral  Elegy,  /  have  been  able  to 
procure  but  few  good  originals ;  hoivever,  there  are,  dunbtlifs,  many 
of  them  Jlill  extant ;  as  alfo,  many  other  beautiful  compofitions  of  onr 
ancient  country-men,  luhich  I  have  never  fcen. 

The  Irifh  language,  perhaps  beyond  all  others,  is  peculiarly  fuited  to 
every  fubjeEl  of  Elegy ;  and,  accordingly,  tue  find  it  excel  in  plaintive 
and  fentimental  poetry.  The  Love  Elegies  rf  the  Irifh  are  exquifitely 
pathetic,  and  breathe  an  artlefs  tendernefs,  that  is  infnitely  tnore  affeding 
than  all  the  laboured  pomp  of  declamatory  ivoe. 

The  public  are  here  prefented  with  a  few  fpecimens  of  both  kinds. 
To  the  follovoing,  on  the  Daughter  of  Owen,  the  foremof  place  is 
affigned,  becaufe  (though  without  a  date)  it  bears  the  appearance  of 
belonging  to  an  earlier  period  than  any  other  of  the  Elegies  contained  in 
this  volume.  The  original  of  it  is  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  O'FIanagan, 
who  has  in  vain  endeavoured  to  procure  fome  anecdotes  of  the  author^ 
and  of  the  fair  fubjeEl :  that  it  was  written  by  a  poet  of  the  name  of 
O'Geran,  is  all  that  can  be  colle&ed  from  enquiry. 

In  the  Irif,  it  is  one  of  the   nnfl  beautiful  compofitions  I  have  ever 
feen  :  it  is,  of  all  my  originals,  the  one  I  mof  w>ifhed  to  give  in  its  ex- 
prejfions,  as  well  as  its   thoughts,  to  the  Englifi  reader ;  but  in  this, 
notwithfanding  all  my  efforts,  I  am  confcious  that  I  have  failed. 

Either 


(     19°     ) 

Either  I  am  very  unhappy  in  my  choice  of  ivords,  or  it  is  next  to  im- 
pojphle  to  convey  thefpirit  of  this  poem  into  a  literal  tranflation  ;  I  tried,, 
to  the  utmojl  my  po%ver,  but,  to  my  extreme  regret,  I  found  mjfelf  une- 
qual to  the  tajh,  though  I  chfe  an  irregular  mcafurc,  that  I  might  be 
more  at  liberty  to  adhere  clofcly  to  the  expreffwns  of  my  original,  "which 
are  comprehcnfivc,  andjlriking,  beyond  the  power  of  any  one  to  con- 
ceive, ivho  is  unacquainted  ivith  the  genius  of  the  Irif.i  language.  In 
fome  pajfagcs,  a  ftngle  word  conveys  the  meaning  and  force  of  a  fen- 
tence  ;  it  was,  therefore,  impoffiblc  to  tranflatc  it  -without  periphrafis, 
and,  of  courfc,  many  of  its  native  graces  are  lofl :  I JJjall  be  mojl  happy 
to  fee  fome  abler  pen  re/lore  them,  as  I  really  lament  finccrely  my  inabi- 
lity to  do  all  the  juflice  I  ivifjed,  to  that  tender  fimplicity,  and  thofe 
Leautiful  expreffons,  which  I  read  -with  fo  much  delight. 

Determined,  however,  to  give  the  Poem,  in  the  bifl  manner  I  could, 
to  the  public,  I  have  conveyed  its  thoughts  into  the  following  verfion ; 
and,  for  thofe  paffages  wherein  the  language  is  thought  to  be  too 
diffufe,  I  rely  on  the  candour  of  my  readers  to  accept  hf  this  apology. 

In  the  original  there  are  fome  repetitions,  and  alfo  a  fevu  entire  lines, 
which  are  not  given  in  the  Englifh  verfion.  I  apprehended  it  might, 
othcrwife,  be  too  long,  and  have  therefore  omitted  what  I  thought 
could  bef  be  fpared. 


I. 

E  L  E  G 

TO      THE 

DAUGHTER     of     OWEN. 


13  AUGHTER  of  Owen  !  behold  my  grief! 
Look  foft  pity's  dear  relief ! 
Oh  !  let  the  beams  of  thofe  Ufe-giving  eyes 
Bid  my  fainting  heart  arife. 
And,  from  the  now  opening  grave 
Thy  faithful  lover  fave  ! 

Snatch  from  death  his  dire  decree  ! 
What  is  impoffible  to  thee  ? 
Star  of  my  life's  foul-cheering  light  ■' 
Beam  of  mildnefs,  foft  as  bright ! 
Do  not,  like  others  of  thy  fex, 
Dehght  the  wounded  heart  to  vex  ! 


Bur 


(     192     ) 

But  hear,  O  hear  thy  lover's  fighs, 
And  with  true  pity,  hither  turn  thine  eyes  ! 

Still,  tho'  wafted  with  defpair, 
And  pale  with  pining  care, 
Still,  O  foft  maid  !  this  form  may  meet  thy  fight. 
No  objedl  yet  of  horror,  or  affright. 

I^ong  unregarded  have  I  figh'd, 
Love's  foft  return  deny'd  ! 

No  mutual  heart,  no  faithful  fair, 

No  fympathy  to  foothe  my  care  ! 

O  thou,  to  every  bofom  dear  ! 

Univerfal  charmer  ! — hear  ! — 
No  more  fweet  pity's  gentle  power  withftand  ! 

Reach  the  dear  foftnefs  of  thy  hand  ! 
O  let  it  be  the  beauteous  pledge  of  peace, 
To  blefs  my  love,  and  bid  my  forrows  ceafe ! 

Hafte,  hafte  ! — no  more  the  kind  relief  delay  ! 
Come,  fpeak,  and  look,  and  fmile  my  woes  away  ! 

O  hafte,  e'er  pity  be  too  late  ! 

Hafte,  and  intercept  my  fate  ! 
Or  foon  behold  life,  love,  and  forrow  end. 
And  fee  me  to  an  early  tomb  dcfcend ! — 
For,  ah,  what  med'cine  can  my  cure  impart. 
Or  what  phyfician  heal  a  broken  heart  ? 


'Tis 


(     193     ) 

'Tis  tKine  alone  the  fovereign  balm  to  give, 
Bind  the  foul's  wound,  and  bid  the  dying  live ! 
'Tis  thine,  of  right,  my  anguilli  to  afTuage, 
If  love  can  move,  or  gratitude  engage  ! 
For  thee  alone,  all  others  I  forfake  ! 
For  thee  alone,  my  cares,  my  wifhes  w^ake, 
O  locks  of  Beauty's  bright  redundant  flow. 
Where  waving  foftnefs,  curling  fragrance  grow ! 

Thine  is  the  fway  of  foul-fubduing  charms, 
That  every  breafl  of  all  defence  difarms ! 
With  thee  my  will,  enamour'd,  hugs  its  chain, 
And  Love's  dear  ardours  own  thy  potent  reign  I 
Take  then  the  heart  my  conftant  paffion  gave, 
Cherifh  its  faith,  and  from  its  anguifli  fave ! 
Take  the  poor  trembler  to  thy  gentle  breaft. 
And  hulh  its  fears,  and  foothe  its  cares  to  reft  ! 

For  all  I  have,  in  timid  filence  borne. 
For  all  the  pangs  that  have  this  bofom  torn. 
Speak  now  the  word,  and  heal  my  pain. 
Nor  be  my  fufferings  vain  ! 
For  now,  on  life  itfelf  their  anguilh  preys. 
And  heavy  on  my  heart  the  burden  weighs  ! 

O  fir  ft,  and  faireft  of  thy  fex  I 
Thou  whofe  bright  form  the  fun  of  beauty  decks ! 

C  c  Once- 


(     194     ) 

Once  more  let  Love  th;it  gentle   bofom  fway, 
O  give  the  dear  enchantment  way  ! 
Ralfe, — fondly  raife  thofe  fnoviry  arms, 
Thou  branch  of  blooming  charms  ! 
Again  for  me  thy  fragrance  breathe, 
And  thy  fair  tendrils  round  me  wreath  ! 

Again  be  foft  affection's  pow'r  difplay'd, 
While  fweetly  wand'ring  in  the  fecret  fliade  : 
Reach  forth  thy  lip, — the  honey 'd  kifs  bellow  ! 
Reach  forth  thy  lip,  where  balmy  odours  gi'ow ! 
Thy  lip,  whofe  founds  fuch  rapture  can  impart, 
Whofe  words  of  fweetnefs  fink  into  the  heart ! 

Again,  at  gentle  Love's  command, 
Reach  forth  thy  fnowy  hand  ! 

Soft  into  mine  its  whitenefs  fleal, 

And  its  dear  preffure  let  me  feel ! 
Unveil  the  bafliful  radiance  of  thine  eyes, 
(Bright  trembUng  gems  !)  and  let  me  fee  them  rife. 
Lift  the  fair  lids  where  their  foft  glories  roll, 
And  fend  their  fecret  glances  to  my  foul ! 

O  what  delight,  thus  hand  in  hand  to  rove ! 

To  breathe  fond  vows  of  mvitual  love ! 
To  fee  thee  fweet  affedlion's  balm  impart. 
And  fmile  to  health  my  almofl  broken  heart! 
Ah  !  let  me  give  the  dear  idea  fcope  ! 
All !   check  not  yet  the  fondly-trembling  hope  ! — 


Spent 


(    ^95    ) 

Spent  Is  the  rock  by  which  my  Hfe  was  fed,. 
i\nd  fpun  by  anfrnifli  to  a  fightlefs  thread! 
A  Uttle  more, — and  all  in  death  will  end, 
And  fruitlefs  pity  o'er  my  grave  will  bend  ! 

When  I  am  dead,  fhun  thou  my  cruel  flite, 

Left  equal  harms  on  equal  perils  wait. 

Hear  my  laft  words,  their  fond  requeft  declare, 

For  even  in  death,  thy  fafety  is  my  care ! 

No  more,  O  maid !   thy  polilh'd  glafs  invite;. 

To  give  that  fatal  beauty  to  thy  fight ! 

Enough  one  life  its  dangers  to  inthrall ! 

Enough-  that  I  its  haplefs  vi(5lim  tall  ! — 

O  thou,  more  bright,  more  cheering  to  our  eyes. 

Than  the  young  beams  that  warm  the  dawning  fkies  ! 

Haft  thou  not  heard  the  weeping  mufe  relate 
The  mournful  tale  of  young  Narciffus'  fate  ? — 
How,  as  the  Bards  of  ancient  days  have  fung, 
While  fondly  o'er  the  glafly  ftream  he  hung, 
Enamour  d  he  his  lovely  form  furvey'd, 
And  dy'd,  at  length,  the  vi(ftim  of  a  fhade. 

Sweet !  do  not  thou  a  like  misfortune  prove ! 
O  be  not  fuch  thy  fate,  nor  fuch  thy  love ! 
Let  peril  rather  warn,  and  wifdom  guide. 
And  from  thyfelf  thy  own  attradions  hide ! 

C  c  2  No 


(     ^96     ) 

No  more  on  that  bewitching  beauty  gaze, 
Nor  trufl  thy  fight  to  meet  its  dazzling  blaze ! 

Hide,  hide  that  breafl,  fo  fnowy  fair ! 

Hide  the  bright  treffcs  of  thy  hair ! 
And  oh  !  thofe  eyes  of  radiant  niin  hide  ! 
What  heart  their  killing  luftre  can  abide  ? 
Slow  while  their  foft  and  tender  glances  roll, 
They  Real  its  peace  from  the  unwary  foul ! 

Hide  the  twin  berries  of  thy  lip's  perfume, 

Their  breathing  fragrance,  and  their  deepening  bloom; 

And  thofe  fair  cheeks,  that  glow  like  radiant  morn. 

When  fol's  bright  rays  his  blufhing  eafl  adorn  ! 

No  more  to  thy  incautious  fight  difplay'd, 

Be  that  dear  form,  in  tender  grace  array'd  1 

The  rofy  finger's  tap'ring  charms  ; 

The  flender  hand,  the  fnowy  arms  ; 

The  little  foot,  fo  foft  and  fair ; 

The  timid  ftep,  the  modefl  air ; 
No  more  their  graces  let  thine  eyes  purfue. 
But  hide,  O  hide  the  peril  from  thy  view ! 

This  done, —  in  fafety  may'fl  thou  reft, 

And  peace  poffefs  thy  breaft. 
For  who  can  with   thy  charms  compare, 
And  who  but  thee  is  worth  a  ca|-e  ? — 


O !  from 


(    '97     ) 

O !  from  thyfelf  thine  eyes,  thy  heart  protect, 
And  none  befide,  thy  quiet  can  afFedl. 

For  thee,  while  all  the  youths  of  Erin  figh, 
And,  ftruck  beneath  thine  eye-bedm,  die  ;• 
Still  peace  within  thy  bofom  reigns, 
Unfelt  by  thee  their  pains  ! 

O  graceful  nieeknefs  !  ever  new  delight ! 

Sweet  balhful  charm  of  captivated  fight ! 

Why,  while  my  heart  (fond  fubje<5l !)  blefs'd  thy  fway, 

Why  did'fl  thou  fleal  its  vital  foul  away  ? 

Ah !  with  the  tlieft  the  life  of  life  is  fled. 

And  leaves  me  almoft  number'd  with  the  dead  ! 

While  thus,  in  vain,  my  anguifli  I  bewail, 
Thy  peace  no  fears  afTail ; 
None  in  my  haplefs  caufe  will  move ; 
Each  partial  heart  is  fetter'd  to  thy  love ! 
Thou  whofe  fair  hand  bids  the  foft  harp  complain, 
Flies  o'er  the  firing,  and  wakes  the  tender  ftrain. 
Wilt  thou  not  fome — fome  kind  return  impart, 
For  my  loft  quiet,  and  my  plvinder'd  heart  ? 


O  thou  dear  angel-fmiling  face  ! 
Fair  form  of  fafcinating  grace  ! 


Bright 


(     198    ) 

Bright  as  the  gentle  moon's  foft  fplendours  rife, 
To  light  her  fleps  of  beauty  through  the  fkies ! 
O  turn ! — on  me  thofe  tender  glances  roll, 
And  dart  their  cheering  luflre  on  my  foul ! 
Be  dear  compaffion  in  their  beams  exprefl. 
And  heal  with  love  the  forrows  of  my  breafl ! 


(     ^99    ) 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  original  of  the  following  pathetic  little  elegy,  ivas  taken  do%vn 

from  the  diElation  of  a  young  ivoman,  in  the  county  of  Mayo,  by  Mr. 

O' Flanagan,  who  was  fl ruck   with  the  teiider  and  beautiful  fimblicity 

ivhich  it  breathes.     No  account  can  be  obtained,  either  of  the  "writer,  or 

of  the  period  in  which  it  was  written. 

This  elegy  was  tranfated  long  f  nee,  without  any  vieiv  to  publicat'on, 
and  the  language  is,  therefore,  rather  more  diffufe,  than  that  of  r.iy 
other  tranflations. 


II. 


E  L  E  G 


W  HEN  oaths  confirm  a  lover's  vow, 

He  thinks  I  believe  him  true  : — ' 
Nor  oaths,  nor  lovers  heed  I  now, 
For  memory  dwells  on  you  I 

The  tender  talk,  the  face  like  fnow 
On  the  dark  mountain's  height ; 

Or  the  fweet  bloffom  of  the  floe, 
Fair  blooming  to  the  fight ! 

But  falfe  as  fair,  alas,  you  prove. 

Nor  aught  but  fortune  prize  ; 
The  youth  who  gain'd  my  heart's  firfl  love, 

From  truth — to  wealth  he  flies  ! 


Ah 


(       201       ) 

Ah  that  he  could  but  ftill  deceive, 
And  I  flill  think  him  true  ! 

Still  fondly,  as  at  firft,  believe. 
And  each  dear  fcene  renew ! 

Again,  in  the  fequefler'd  vale, 
Hear  love's  fweet  accents  flow, 

And  ^quite  forget  the  tender  tale, 
"taat  fiU'd  my  heart  with  woe  ! 

See  this  dear  trifle, — (kept  to  prove 

How  I  the  giver  prize  ;) 
More  precious  to  my  faithful  love, 

Than  all  thy  fexs  fighs  ! 

"What  tears  for  thee  in  fecret  flow, 
Sweet  vicflor  of  the  green  ! — 

For  maiden  pride  would  veil  my  woe. 
And  feek  to  weep  unfeen. 

Return  ye  days  to  love  conflgn'd, 
Fond  confidence,  and  joy  ! 

The  crouded  fair,  where  tokens  kind 
The  lover's  cares  employ ! 


D  d  Return 


(       202       ) 

Return  once  more,  mine  eyes  to  blefs, 
Thou  flower  of  Erin's  youth ! 

Return  fweet  proofs  of  tendernefs, 
And  vows  of  endlefs  truth  ! 

And  Hymen  at  Love's  altar  ftand, 

To  fandify  the  Ihrine, 
Join  the  fond  heart,  and  phghted  hand. 

And  make  thee  firmly  mine, 

Ere  envious  ocean  fnatch  thee  hence, 
And — Oh  ! — to  diftance  bear 

My  love  ! — my  comfort ! — my  defence  !- 
And  leave  me — to  defpair  ! 

Yes, — yes,  my  only  love  thou  art ! 

Whoe'er  it  may  difpleafe, 
I  will  avow  my  captive  heart, 

And  fpeak  its  mailer's  praife  ! 

Ah,  wert  tho\i  here,  to  grace  my  fide 

With  dear,  prottdling  love  ! 
Envy  might  rage,  and  fpight  deride, 

And  friends  in  vain  reprove  ! 


May 


(       203      ) 

May  pangs  unnumber'd  pierce  the  breafl 

That  cruel  envy  arms, 
That  joys  in  conftancy  cliflrefs'd, 

And  fports  with  its  alarms  ! 

Bright  flar  of  love-attra<5ling  light ! 

For  thee  thefe  terrors  fway ; 
Grief  fteeps  in  tears  the  fleeplefs  night, 

And  clouds  the  joylefs  day  ! 

Ah  God  ! — ah  how,  when  thou  art  gone, 
Shall  comfort  reach  my  heart ! 

Thy  dwelling,  and  thy  fate  unknown, 
Or  where  thy  fleps  depart ! 

My  father  grieving  at  my  choice  ! 

My  mother  drown'd  in  woe  ! 
While  friends  upbraid,  and  foes  rejoice 

To  fee  my  forrows  flow  ! 

And  thou,  with  all  thy  manly  charms, 

From  this  fad  bofom  torn  ! 
Thy  foothing  voice, — thy  fheltering  arms, 

Far — far  to  diflance  borne  ! 


D  d  2  Alas! 


(      204     ) 

_Al.ic  ! — my  dim  and  ileeplefs  eyes 
The  clouds  of  death  obfcure  ! 

And  nature,  in  exhaufted  lighs, 
No  longer  can  endure  I 

I  can  no  more  ! — fad  world  farewell ! 

And  thou,  dear  yo\ith  !  adieu  ! 
Dear,  tho'  forfworn  ! — yet,  cruel !  tell 

Why  fallhood  dwells  with  you  ? 


(       205       ) 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  fulloivi7ig  Elegy  was  ivrittett,  nearly  a  century  ago^  by  a  very 
celebrated perfonage,  of  the  name  of  Edmond  Ryan,  concerning  whom 
manyflories  are  fill  circulated^  but  no  conne&ed  account  has  been  ob- 
tained, further  than  that  he  commanded  a  ccmpany  of  thofe  unhappy 
free  hooters,  called  Rapparces,  who,  after  the  defeat  of  the  Boyne, 
were  obliged  to  alandon  their  dwellings  and pojfejjions,  "  hoping  (fays 
Mr.  O'Halloran)  "  frfafety  within  the  precinHs  of  the  Irifli  quar- 
"  ters ;  but  they  were  too  numerous  to  be  employed  in  the  army,  and 
"  their  mifcrics  often  obliged  them  to  prey  alike  upon  friend  and  foe  : 
"  at  length  fame  of  the  mojl  daring  of  them  formed  themfelves  into  in- 
"  dependent  companies,  whofe  fubffence  chief y  arofc  from  depredations 
"  committed  on  the  enemy. 

"  //  was  not  choice,  but  neceffty,  that  drove  them  to  this  extreme ; 
"  I  have  bear  I  ancient  people,  who  were  witncffes  to  the  calamities  of 
"  thefe  daySy  cf.rm,  that  they  remembered  vii/l  numbers  of  thefe  poor 
"  Ulfier  Irfl},  men,  women  and  children,  to  have  no  other  beds  but 
"  the  ridges  of  potatoe-gardens,  and  little  other  covering  tha.t  the 
"  canopy  of  heaven ;  they  difperfed  themfelves  over  the  counties  of 
"  Limerick,  Clare  and  Kerry ;  and  the  hardnefs  of  the  times  at  length 
"  fiut  up  all  bowels  of  humanity,  fo  that  mof  of  them  perifed  by 
"  the  fword,    cold,   or  famine  '■" .'" 

From 

"•  O'Halloran';  Int.  to  the  Hijl.  and  Ant.  of  Leland,  p.  38;. 


(        206       ) 

yrom  pajfages  in  this  Elegy,  ive  may  infer,  that,  to  the  mi  sf or  tunes 
(.fits  author  alone,  the  defer t  ion  of  his  viifrefs  was  o'wing ;  but  I  have 
not  been  able  to  difcover  the  name  of  this  fair  inconfant.  ^ 

After  the  trajflation  was  made  from  the  copy  firf  obtained  of  this 
pathetic  little  poem,  a  friend  tranfmitted  to  me  the  folloivingfan%as,  as 
o  part  of  the  original  Elegy. — They  appeared  well  entitled  to  prefer- 
•uation,  and  are  here  given  to  the  public,  who  may  admit  or  rejeB 
them  at  pleafire. 

<ift  iiict)"D)ii  <i5iif  me-  tcrf  nio^ge- 

<tfi  cuf|ict)5  no  cift  tae-b  rnojnze- 
To  f)itiie-a"D  tno  cfiecic,  1  ^S|fvr5ertt»  mo  ne-tt-o 
T  ■o^a55e-ci"D  m^  gct-n  en  nc-ac 
^tMci  rti  {pi  ctcectcc  tt-^tictcc  <tii"De-)5  <i~e-rff 
ttjirii  fe-dfc  iMo  be-ctjuictcc  «^e-jii  U-ctr. 

TRANSLATION. 

Ah !  what  woes  are  mine  to  bear, 

Life's  fair  morn  with  clouds  o'ercafting ! 

Doom'd  the  vidlim  of  defpair  ! 

Youth's  gay  bloom,  pale  forrow  blafling  ! 

,Sad 


(       207       ) 

Sad  the  bird  that  fiiigs  alone, 

Flies  to  wilds,  unfeen  to  languiih. 
Pours,  unheard,  the  ceafelefs  moan. 

And  wafles,  on  defart,  air  its  anguifli ! 

Mine,  O  haplefs  bird  !  thy  fate  \ — 

The  plunder'd  neft, — the  lonely  forrow  ! — 

The  loft — lov'd  — harmonious  mate  ! — 

The  wailing  night, — the  chearlefs  morrow ! 

O  thou  dear  hoard  of  treafur'd  love  ! 

Though  thefc  fond  arms  Ihould  ne'er  poflefs  thee, 
Still — ftill  my  heart  its  faith  fliall  prove, 

And  its  laft  fighs  Ihall  breathe  to  blefs  thee ! 

I  am  told  there  are  fever  al  beautiful  elegiac  Songs  fill  extant^  com- 
pofed  by  Edmond  Ryan,  or  Edmond  of  the  Hill,  (as  he  is  calledy 
from  his  roving  life,)  but  the  following  is  the  only  one  of  them  that  I 
have  ever  met  ivith.  The  air  to  "which  it  is  fung  "  dies  in  every 
note,"  and  the  Poem,  though  ifually  filed  a  Song,  /  have  here  claffed 
under  the  title  of  Elegy,  becaufe  it  feemed  more  properly  to  belong  to 
thatfpecies  of  compofition. 


III. 


E  L  E  G 


jD RIGHT  her  locks  of  beauty  grew, 
Curling  fair,  and  fweetly  flowing ; 

And  her  eyes  of  fmiling  blue, 

Oil  how  foft !   how  heav'nly  glowing  ! 

All !  poor  plunder'd  heart  of  pain  ! 

When  wilt  thou  have  end  of  mourning  ? — 
This  long,  long  year,  I  look  in  vain 

To  fee  my  only  hope  returning. 

Oh  !  would  thy  promife  faithful  prove. 
And  to  my  fond,  fond  bofom  give  thee ; 

Lightly  then  my  fleps  would  move. 
Joyful  Ihould  my  arms  receive  thee 


Then 


(       209      ) 

Then,  once  more,  at  early  morn, 

Hand  in  hand  we  fhould  be  ftraying, 
Where  the  dew-drop  decks  die  thorn. 

With  its  pearls  the  woods  arraying. 

Cold  and  fcornful  as  thou  art, 

Love's  fond  vows  and  faith  belying, 
Shame  for  thee  now  rends  my  heart,     ^ 

My  pale  cheek  with  blufhes  dying ! 

Why  art  thou  falfe  to  me  and  Love  ? 

(While  health  and  joy  with  thee  are  vanifh'd) 
Is  it  becaufe  forlorn  I  rove, 

Without  a  crime,  unjuilly  banilh'd? 

"Safe  thy  charms  with  me  fhovild  reft, 

Hither  did  thy  pity  fend  thee. 
Pure  the  love  that  fills  my  breaft. 

From  itfelf  it  would  defend  thee. 

'Tis  thy  Edmond  calls  thee  love. 

Come,  O  come  and  heal  his  anguilhl 
Driv'n  from  his  home,  behold  him  rove, 

Condemn'd  in  exile  here  to  languifli ! 

E  e  O  thou 


(       2IO       ) 

O  thou  dear  caufe  of  all  my  pains ! 

With  thy  cliarms  each  heart  fubduixig^ 
Come, — oil  Muafler's  lovely  plains. 

Hear  again  fond  pallion  fuing^ 

Mufic,  mirth,  and  fports  are  here, 

Chearful  friends  the   hours  beguiling  j 

Oh  wouldfl  thou,  my  love  !  appear, 
To  joy  my  bolbm  reconcihng  ! 

Sweet  would  feem  the  holly's  £hade, 
Bright  the  cluft'ring  berries  glowing  ; 

And,  in  fcented  bloom  array'd, 
Apple-blofToms  round  us  blowing. 

Creffes  waving  in  the  ftream, 

Flowers  its  gentle  banks  perfuming  ; 

Sweet  the  verdant  paths  would  feem, 
All  in  rich  luxuriance  blooming. 

O  bright  in  every  grace  of  youth  ! 

Gentle  charmer  l-frlo.vely  wonder ! 
Break  not  fond  vows  and  tender  truth ! 

O  rend  not  ties  fo  dear  afunder ! 


For 


(      2"      ) 

For  thee  all  dangers  would  I  brave, 
Life  with  joy,  with  pride  expofing  ; 

Bread  for  thee  the  flormy  wave. 
Winds  and  tides  in  vain  oppofing. 

O  might  I  call  thee  now  my  own  ! 

No  added  rapture  joy  could  borrow : 
'Twould  be,  like  heav'n,  when  life  is  flown, 

To  chear  the  foul  and  heal  its  forrow. 

See  thy  fiilfehood,  cruel  maid  ! 

See  my  cheek  no  longer  glowing ; 
Strength  departed,  health  decay'd ; 

Life  in  tears  of  forrow  flowing ! 

Why  do  I  thus  my  anguifli  tell  ? — 

Why  pride  in  woe,  and  boaft  of  ruin  ?— 

O  loft  treafure  ! — fare  thee  well ! — 
Lov'd  to  madnefs ^to  undoing. 

Yet,  O  hear  me  fondly  fwear  ! 

Though  thy  heart  to  me  is  frozen, 
Thou  alone,  of  thoufands  fair. 

Thou  alone  fliould'ft  be  my  chofen. 


E  e  2  Every 
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£very  fcene  with  thee  would  pleafe  ! 

Every  care  and  fear  woxild  fly  me  ! 
Wintery  ftorms,  and  raging  feas, 

Would  lofe  their  gloom,  if  thou  wert  nigh  me ! 

Speak  in  time,  while  yet  I  live  ; 

Leave  not  faithful  love  to  languifli  I 
G  fofc  breath  to  pity  give, 

Ere  my  heart  quite  break  with  anguilh. 

Pale,  diflra(5led,  wild  I  rove, 

No  foothing  voice  my  woes  allaying  ; 

Sad  and  devious,  through  each  grove, 
My  lone  fteps  are  weary  ftraying, 

O  ficknefs,  paft  all  med'cine's  art ! 

O  forrow,  every  grief  exceeding  ! 
O  wound  that,  in  my  breaking  heart, 

Curelefs,  deep,  to  death  art  bleedingj. 

Such,  O  Love  !  thy  cruel  power. 

Fond  excefs  and  fatal  ruin ! 
Such — O  Beauty's  faireft  flower  ! 

Such  thy  charms,  and  my  undoing ! 


How 
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How  the  fwan  adorns  that  neck, 

There  her  down  and  whitcnefs  growing  ; 
How  its  fnow  thofe  trefles  deck, 

Bright  in  fair  luxuriance  flowing. 

Mine,  of  right,  are  all  thofe  charms ! 

Ceafe  with  coldnefs  then  to  grieve  me ! 
Take — O  take  me  to  thy  arms. 

Or  thofe  of  death  will  foon  receive  me. 


(       214      ) 


A  D  V  E  R  T  I  S  E  M  E  N  1\ 

T H E  foUo'do'ing funeral  JLlcgy  was  compofed  by  Cormac  Common,  "  ivho 
(fays  Mr.  Walker)  "  was  born  in  May,  1703,  at  Woodftock,  near  Ballin- 
"  dangan,  in  the  county  o/"  Mayo.  His  parents  were  poor,  and  honefl ;  rc- 
"  markable  for  nothing  but  the  innocence,  and  fimplicity  of  their  lives. 

"  Before  he  had  completed  ihe  frji  year  of  his  life,  the  fmall-pox  deprived 
"  him  of  his  fight.  This  circumflamcc,  together  with  the  indigence  of  his 
"  parents,  prevented  him  from  receiving  any  of  the  advantages  of  education  ; 
"  but,  though  he  could  not  read  himfelf,  he  could  converfe  with  thofe  who 
"  had  read  ;  therefore,  if  he  wants  learning,  he  is  not  without  knowledge. 

"  Shewing  an  early  fondnefs  for  muftc,  a  neighbouring  gentleman  determined 
"  to  have  him  taught  to  play  on  the  harp  :  a  profeffor  of  that  infirument 
'•  was  accordingly  provided,  and  Cormac  received  a  few  Icffons  which  he 
"  pradifed  con  amore  ;  but  his  patron  dying  fuddcnly,  the  harp  dropped 
"  from  his  hand,  and  was  never  after  taken  up. — //  is  probable  he  could  not 
"  afford  to  firing  it. 

"  But  poetry  was  the  mufe  of  whom  he  was  mofl  enamoured.  This  made 
'  hi?n  liflen  eagerly  to  the  Irifh  fongs,  and  metrical  tales,  which  he  heard 
'  fung  and  recited  around  the  "  crackling  faggots'^  of  his  father,  and  his 
'  neighbours.  Thefe,  by  frequent  recitation,  became  firongly  impreffed  upon 
'  bis  memory.  His  mind  being  thus  flored,  and  having  no  other  avocation,  he 
•  commenced  a  Man  of  Talk,  or  a  Tale  Teller.  "  He  left  no  calling,  for  the 
'  idle  trade,"  as  our  Englijh  Montaigne  obferves  of  Pope. 

««  Ht 
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"  He  was  noio  ciirployed  in  relating  legendary  tales,  and  reeitirig  gcnfolcgies, 
"  at  rural  luakes,  or  in  the  hofpitable  halls  of  country  /quires.  Endowed 
"  with  a  fiveet  voice,  and  a  good  ear,  his  narrations  were  generally  graced 
"  with  the  charms  of  melody  ;  (i  fay  were  generally  graced,  becaufe  at  his 
"  age,  '  nature  ftnks  in  years,'  and  we  fpeak  of  the  xncin,  with  refped  to  his 
"  powers,  as  if  a6lually  a  tenant  of  the  grave.)  He  did  not,  like  the  Tale 
"  Teller  mentioned  by  Sir  William  Temple,  chaunt  his  tales  in  an  uninter' 
"  rupted  even-tone  ;  the  monotony  of  his  modulation  was  frequently  broken  by 
"  cadences,  introduced  with  tafle,  at  the  clofe  of  each  fianza.  In  rehearjing 
"  any  of  Oifin'j  poems  (fays  Mr.  Oufley)  he  chaunts  them  pretty  much  in  the 
"  manner  of  Cathedral  Service. 

"  But  it  was  in  finging  fome  of  our  native  airs  that  Cormac  difplayed  the 
"  powers  of  his  voice  ;  on  this  occafton  his  auditors  were  always  enraptured. 
"  /  have  been  affured  that  no  finger  ever  did  Carolan'j  airs,  or  Oifm'j  cek' 
"  brated  Hunting  Song,  more  juflice  than  Cormac. 

"  Connac'j-  muftcal  powers  were  not  confined  to  his  voice  ;  he  compofed  a 
*'  few  airs,  one  of  which  is  extremely  fweet.  It  is  to  be  feared  that  thofe 
"  mufieal  effufwns  will  die  with  their  author. 

"  But  it  was  in  poetry  Cormac  delighted  to  exereife  his  genius  ;  he  has 
"  compofed  fevcral  fongs  and  elegies  that  have  met  with  applaufe.  As  his 
"  jnufe  was  generally  a%vakened  by  the  call  of  gratitude,  his  poetical  produc- 
"  tions  are  mojily  panegyrical,  or  elegiac '  ;  they  extol  the  living,  or  lament 
"  the  dead.  Sometimes  he  indulged  in  fatire,  but  not  often,  though  richly 
"  endued  with  that  dangerous  gift, 

"  Cormac 


»  I  have  never  been  fo  fortunate  as  to  meet  with  any  of  Cormac's  compofitions, 
except  the  following  elegy. 
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"  Cormac  was  t-whe  married,  but  is  notv  a  widower.  By  both  his 
"  wives  he  had  feveral  children ;  he  now  refides  at  Sorrell-town,  near 
"  Dunmore,  in  the  county  of  Galway,  with  one  of  hij  daughters,  who  is 
"  happily  married.  Though  his  utterance  is  materially  injured  by  dental 
"  loffcs,  and  though  his  -voice  is  impaired  by  age,  yet  he  continues  to  pradife 
"  his  profejfion  :  fo  feldom  are  we  fenfible  of  our  imperfeHions.  It  is  probable 
"  that  where  he  was  once  admired,  he  is  now  only  endured.  One  of  his 
"  grandfons  leads  him  about  to  the  houfes  of  the  neighbouring  gentry,  who 
"  give  him  money,  diet,  and  fometimes  clothes.  His  apparel  is  commonly 
"  decent,  and  comfortable,  but  he  is  not  rich,  nor  does  he  feem  folicitous  about 
"  wealth  :  his  perfon  is  large  and  ?nufcular,  and  his  moral  charader  is 
"  utijlained'" 


IV. 


E  L  E  G 


ON  THE   DEATH  OF 


JOHN  BURKE  CARRENTRYLE,  EsQ:," 


JL  ES,  Erin,  for  her  Burke,  a  wreath  Ihall  twine. 

And  Britain  own  the  honors  of  his  name  ! 
O  hence  with  taflelefs  joy  ! — with  mirth  and  wine  ! 
All  thoughts,  but  thofe  of  woe,  I  now  difclaim  L 

Ye  fons  of  fcience  ! — fee  your  friend  depart  I 
Ye  fons  of  fong  ! — your  patron  is  no  more  ! 

Ye  widow'd  virtues  !   (cherilh'd  in  his  heart, 
And  wedded  to  his  foul)  your  lofs  deplore  ! 

F  f  Grief 

"  "  This  gentleman  (fays  Mr.  Walker)  was  pre-eminent  in  his  day,  as  a  fportf- 
"  man,  and  in  his  private  character  l>iere  were  many  amiable  traits." — Hijf.  Mem.  of 
the  Irip  Bards,    App.  p.  58. 
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Grief  flieds  its  gloom  on  every  noble  breaft, 

And  ftreaming  tears  his  worth, — his  death  proclaim, 

Gen'rous  and  brave  !  with  every  virtue  bleft  ! 
Flow'r  of  the  tribes  of  honorable  f;\me  ! 

Alas  !  to  the  cold  grave  he  now  is  borne  ! 

No  more  to  wake  the  huntfman  to  the  chafe ; 
No  more,  with  early  fports,  to  rouze  the  morn, 

Or  lead  the  fprightly  courfer  to  the  race. 

The  learn'd,  and  eloquent  in  honor's  caufe  ! 

Of  foul  enlighten'd,  and  of  fame  unftain'd  ! 
The  friend  of  juflice, — to  expound  our  laws. 

Or  yield  the  palm,  by  fong  or  fcience  gain'd  ! 

O  death  ! — fmce  thou  haft  laid  our  glory  low  ; 

Since  our  lov'd  Burke,  alas  !  is  now  no  more ; 
What  blifs  can  now  each  rifmg  morn  beftow  ; 

The  race,  the  chafe,  and  every  joy  is  o'er ! 

O  grave  ! — thy  debt,  thy  cruel  debt  is  paid  ! 

No  more  on  earth  fhall  his  fair  virtues  bloom  ! 
Death  !  thou  haft  hewn  the  branch  of  grateful  ihade, 

And  laid  its  fragrant  honors  in  the  tomb  ! 


Sublime 
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Sublime  his  foul ! — yet  gentle  was  his  heart ; 

His  rural  fports,  his  gay  convivial  hour 
Avow'd  each  elegant,  each  focial  art ; 

Each  manly  grace,  and  each  attradive  power. 

Friend  of  the  friendlefs,  patron  of  diftrefs  ; 

Ah,  none,  like  him,  the  poor  man's  caufe  would  plead ! 
With  fweet  perfuafion  to  enfure  fuccefs, 

Or  foothe  liis  forrows,  or  fupply  his  need ! 

O  tomb  that  fliroudeft  his  belov'd  remains  ! 

O  death,  that  didft  our  deareft  hope  deflroy ! 
Thy  dreary  confine   all  our  bhfs  contains, 

And  tliy  cold  gates  are  clos'd  upon  our  joy^ 

Who,  now,  will  to  the  race  the  courfer  train  ? 

Who  gain,  for  Connaught,  the  difputed  prize  ? 
From  rival  provinces  the  palm  obtain  ? — 

Alas  !  with  him  our  fame,  our  triumph  dies  ! 

Our  light  is  quench'd,  our  glory  pafs'd  away, 
Our  Burke  fnatch'd  from  us,  never  to  return, 

Whofe  name  bright  honor's  fairefl  gifts  array. 
And  fcience  hangs  her  wreath  upon  his  urn. 

^  f  2  Eternal 
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Eternal  plcafures  fill'd  his  fecial  liall, 

And  fweeteft  mufic  ciiarm'd,  with  magic  found  ; 
Science  and  fong  obcy'd  his  friendly  call, 

And  varied  joys  flill  danc'd  their  endlefs  round  ! 

But  now,  alas !  nor  fport,  nor  mufe  is  there  ! 

No  echoes  now  the  fprightly  notes  await ; 
But  wailing  founds  of  forrow  and  defpair, 

That  mourn  the  ftroke  of  unrelenting  fate  ! 

He  is  for  ever  gone  ! — weep,  wretched  eyes  ! 

Flow,  flow  my  tears  ! — my  heart  with  anguifli  bleed  ! 
In  the  cold  grave  the  (lately  hunter  lies. 

Chief  in  the  manage  of  the  bounding  fteed ! 

O  bitter  woe  ! — O  forrow  uncontrovd'd  ! 

O  death  remorfelefs  that  has  feal'd  his  doom  ! 
Thy  plains,  O  Munfter  !  all  our  glory  hold. 

And  fame  lies  buried  with  him,  in  the  tomb ! 

Thy  rival,  thou  (Sir  Edward »)  wilt  not  mourn : 
His  death,  to  thee,  fliall  now  the  plate  refign ; 

His  laurel,  elfe,  thou  never  fliould'fl  have  worn. 
Nor  had  the  prize  of  manly  fports  been  thine. 


See 


»  Sir  Edward  O'Brien,  father  to  the  prefcnt  Sir  Lucius. 
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See  Munfler  pour  her  horfemen  from  their  plains, 
To  the  lov'd  dead  the  lall  fad  rites  to  pay  ; 

Nor  Thomond  one   inhabitant  contains, 
To  guard  her  treafures  on  tliis  fatal  day  ! 

Refpeclful  forrow  guides  their  folemn  pace, 

(Their  fteeds  *"  in  mourning,  flow  procefllon  led  :) 

'Till  in  the  tomb  their  much-lov'd  Burke  they  place, 
And  o'er  his  earth  their  copious  anguifli  flied. 

The  feventeen  hundred  fix  and  fortieth  year 
Of  him  who  died  a  hnful  world  to  fave. 

Death  came,  our  Burke  from  our  fond  arms  to  tear, 
And  lay,  with  him,  our  pleafures  in  tlie  grave  ! 

How  oft  his  lofs  pale  memory  fliall  regret ! 

How  oft  our  tears  fliall  flow,  our  fighs  afcend ! 
The  focial  band,  where  mirth  convivial  met. 

Now  meet  to  mourn  for  their  departed  friend ! 

No  more  the  melody  of  hounds  he  leads  ! 

No  more  morn  echoes  to  their  chearful  cries  ! 
A  gloomy  ftillnefs  through  the  land  fucceeds, 

For  low  in  earth  the  foul  of  pleafure  lies  ! 


To 


"  In  the  original, — they  came  leading  their  fteeds, — or  more  literally,  the  horfemen 
came,  but  not  mounted  on  their  fteeds. 
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To  the  dear  fpot  my  frequent  fteps  I'll  bend. 

Which  all  my  joy, — which  all  my  woe  contains  ; 

My  tears  Ihall,  each  returning  month,  defcend, 
To  bathe  the  earth  that  holds  his  lov'd  remains ! 


(       223       ) 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  follo-wing  is  the  Elegy  ment'iotied  in  Mr.  Walker'j  Life  of 
Carolan,  compofed  on  the  death  of  that  Bard,  by  his  friend  M'Cabe  ». 

M'Cabe  was  rather  of  a  hmnorous,  than  a  fentimental  turn  ;  he  -was 
a  wit,  but  not  a  poet.  It  was  therefore  his  grief  and  not  his  mufe, 
that  infpired  him,  on  the  prefent  occafion. 

The  circumfances  which  gave  rife  to  this  Elegy,  are  friking,  and 
extremely  affcEling.  M'Cabe  had  been  an  unufual  length  of  time 
ivithout  feeing  his  friend,  and  ijuent  to  pay  him  a  vifit.  As  he 
approached  near  the  end  of  his  journey,  in  pajjing  by  a  church-yard, 
he  was  met  by  a  peafant,  of  whom  he  enquired  for  Carolan.  The 
peafant  pointed  to  his  grave,  and  wept, 

M'Cabe,  fhocked  and  aflonifhed,  was  for  fome  time  unable  to  fpeak ; 
his  frame  fjook,  his  knees  trembled,  he  had  juf  power  to  totter  to  the 
grave  of  his  friend,  and  then  funk  to   the  ground,     A  flood  of  tears, 

at 

*  Vide  Hijl.  Mem.  of  the  Ir'ijh  Bards,  Append,  p.  97. 
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at  Uijl,  came  to  his  relief;  and^  Jlill  further  to  difbtirden  his  mind^  he 
vented  its  angtiifh  in  the  following  lines.  In  the  original^  they  are 
fimple  and  unadorned^  hut  pathetic  to  a  great  degree ;  and  this 
is  a  fpccics  of  beauty,  in  compofition,  extremely  difficult  to  transfufe 
into  any  other  language.  I  do  not  pretend.,  in  this,  to  have  entirely 
fucceedcd,  but  I  hope  the  effort  -will  not  be  unacceptable ; — much 
of  the  fmpUcity  is  unavoidably  Iff  ; — the  pathos  ivhich  remains^ 
may,  perhaps,  in  fome  mcafurc,  atone  for  it. 


V. 
E  L  E  G 

ON    THE     DEATH     OF 

C        A        R        O        L        A        N. 


X  CAME,  with  friendfliip's  face,  to  glad  my  heart. 
But  fad,  an, I  forrowful  my  ftcps  depart ! 
In  my  friend  s  lecad — a  fpot  of  earth  was  fliown, 
And  on  liis  grave  my  woe-ftruck  eyes  were  thrown  ! 
No  more  to  their  diflraded  fight  remain'd, 
But  the  cold  clay  that  all  they  lov'd  contain'd : 
And  there  his  lafl  and  narrow  bed  was  made, 
And  the  drear  tomb-flone  for  its  covering  laid  ! 

Alas  ! — for  this  my  aged  heart  is  wrung  ! 

Grief  choaks  my  voice,  and  trembles  on  my  tongue. 

Lonely  and  defolate,  I  mourn  the  dead. 

The  friend  with  whom  my  every  comfort  fled  ! 

G  g  There 
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■   There  is  no  anguifli  can  with  this  compare  J 
No  pains,  difeafes,  fufFering,  or  defpair, 
Like  that  I  feel,  while  fuch  a  lofs  I  monrn, 
My  heart's  companion  from,  its  fondnefs  torn ! 
Oh  infupportable,  diflradling  grief! 
Woe,  that  through  life,  can  never  hope  relief! 
Sweet-linging '  harp  ! — thy  melody  is  o'er  ! 
Sweet  friendfliip's  voice  ! — I  hear  thy  found  no  more  ! 
My  blifs, — my  wealth  of"  poetry  is  fled. 
And  every  joy,  with  Jiim  I  lov'd,  is  dead  ! 
Alas  !  what  wonder,  (while  my  heart  drops  blood 
Upon  the  woes  that  drain  its  vital  flood,) 
If  maddening  grief  no  longer  can  be  borne. 
And  frenzy  fill  the  breafl:,  with  anguifli  torn  ! 

="  "  Both  of  thefe   expreffions  are  exa(Stly  literal— ttlO  CtOl    CffVTC    tfl)!)^  !- 


SONG        S. 


G 


g  2 


J/'"" 


THOUGHTS 


O    N 


IRISH  SONG. 


AT  is  fcarcely  pofTible  that  any  language  can  be  more  adapted  to 
Lyric  poetry  than  the  Irifli.  The  poetry  of  many  of  our  Songs 
is  indeed  ah'eady  Mulick,  without  the  aid  of  a  tune ;  fo  great  is 
the  fmoothnefs,  and  harmony  of  its  cadences.  Nor  is  this  to  be 
wondered  at,  when  we  confider  the  advantage  the  Irifli  has,  in 
this  particular,  beyond  every  other  language,  of  flowing  off,  in 
vowels,  upon  the  ear. 

I  WILL  juft  inftance  the  two  following  lines: 

Set  crl  ttt-YTT)  T>eci-f,  lid  b-f.^i]r))'S]b  ccectjir, 
Jf  bji^cfD  )ct"D,  ctf  5l(Xf  vo  '(:vjte- ! 

Here 
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Here,  out  of  fifty-four  letters,  but  twenty-two  are  pronounced  as 
confunants,  (the  reft  being  rendered  quicfccnt  by  their  afpirates) 
whereas,  in  Englifh,  and  I  believe  in  moft  other  languages,  the 
Italian  excepted,  at  leaft  twcKthirds  of  poetry  as  well  as  profe,  is 
nccefTarily  compofed  of  confonants  :  The  Irifli  being  fingular  in 
tlie  hnppy  art  of  cutting  off,  by  afpirates,  every  found  that  could 
injure  the  melody  of  its  cadence ;  at  the  fame  time  that  it  pre- 
fervcs  its  radicals,  and,  of  courfe,  fecures  etymology. 

But  it  is  not  in  found  alone  that  this  language  is  fo  peculiarly 
adapted  to  the  fpecies  of  compofition  now  under  confideration  ; 
it  is  alfo  polTellcd  of  a  refined  delicacy  of  defcriptive  power,  and 
an  exquifitely  tender  fimplicity  of  expreflion ;  two  or  three  little 
artlefs  words,  or  perhaps  only  a  fingle  epithet,  will  fometimes  convey 
fuch  an  image  of  fentiment,  or  of  fufFering,  to  the  mind,  that 
one  lays  down  the  book,  to  look  at  the  pidlure.  But  the  beauty 
of  many  of  thefe  paffages  is  confiderably  impaired  by  tranflation ; 
indeed,  fo  fenfible  was  I  of  this,  that  it  influenced  me  to  give  up, 
in  defpair,  many  a  fweet  ftanza  to  which  I  found  myfelf  quite 
uneq\ial.  I  wifhed,  among  others,  to  have  tranflated  the  follow- 
ing lines  of  a  favourite  fong ;  but  it  prefented  ideas,  of  which. 
my  pen  could  draw  no  refemblance  that  pleafed  me : 

2lcc-aii -dijI) -o^tectf  Ttjieaf  -o^Ic-cif! 

C'\'\f  TO  cCctn  "D^le-tif  C0|ictrti  dtidlt! 

2lbe  jl)»i  mectla,  £tb>f:'vil  i^ctlat)  net  Thyme  <i)ft, 

I  NEED 
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I  NEED  not  jive  any  comment  upon  thefe  lines  ;   the   Enf)jli{h 
reader  would  not  underftand  it,  and  the  Irifli  reader  could  not 
want  it,  for  it  is  impoffible  to  perufe  them  without  being  fenfible 
of  their  beauty. 

There  are  many  Irifli  fongs,  now  in  common  ufe,  that  con- 
tain, in  fcattered  paflages,  the  moil  exquifite  thoughts,  though 
on  the  whole  too  unequal  for  tranflation.  This,  I  fuppofe,  is 
chiefly  occafioned  by  the  ignorance,  or  inattention  of  thoie  who 
learn  them,  and  from  whom  alone  they  are  to  be  procured.  They 
are  remembered  and  fung  by  the  village  maid,  perhaps  merely 
for  the  fake  of  the  tunes  that  accompany  them ;  of  courfe,  if  re- 
coUedlion  fails,  it  is  made  up  with  invention ;  any  words,  in  this 
cafe,  will  ferve,  if  they  anfwer  to  the  air  of  the  Song ;  and  thus, 
often,  not  words  alone,  but  entire  lines,  are  fubfl:ituted,  fo  totally 
unlike  the  reft  of  the  ct)mpofition,  that  it  is  eafy  to  fee  whence 
the  difl'erence  proceeds.  Sometimes  too,  if  a  line  or  a  fl;anza  be 
wanting  to  a  filly  fong,  the  firft  of  any  other  one  that  occurs,  is 
.preflxd  into  the  fervice;  and  by  this  means,  among  a  heap  of 
lyric  nonfenfe,  one  often  finds  a  thought  that  would  do  honor  to 
the  fineft  compofition. 

In  thefe  incongriiotis  poems,  where  a  line  feems  to  plead  for 
its  refcue,  it  would  be  a  pity  to  refufe  it.  Among  many  otliers, 
the  following  is  an  image  rich  in  beauty :  A  forfaken  maid  com- 
pares her  heart  to  a  burning  coal,  bruifed  black ;  thus  retaining 
the  heat  that  confumed,  w^hile  it  lofes  the  light  that  had  cheered 

it. 
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it.  In  another  Song,  a  Lover,  tenderly  reproaching  his  Miftrefs, 
afks  her,  Why  flie  keeps  the  morning  fo  long  within  doors  ?  and 
bids  her  come  out,  and  bring  him  the  day.  The  fecond  of  the 
two  following  flanzas  ftruck  me,  as  being  fo  particularly  bea\iti- 
ful,  that  I  was  tempted  to  tranflate  them  both  for  its  fake. 

){  Hat  re-ttf  -nci  {uhcfae^b  )  , 

Ic-  bttriutftc  afvt. 

S5  1110  cAT-fle  f)  MO  |tvM  5 
<tf)  bttii  net  ■nuha.ll  cvififtd  5 
)f  f  ctiiifictt)  dii  f  ttti  '^bu^cc  5 

TRANSLATION. 

As   the   fweet  blackberry's   modeft   bloom 

Fair  flowering,  greets  the  fight ; 
Or  ftrawberries,    in  their   rich  perfume^ 

Fragrance  and  bloom  unite: 
So   this  fair  plant  of  tender  youth, 

In  outward  charms  can  vie. 
And,  from  within,  the  foul  of  truth. 

Soft  beaming,  fills  her  eye. 

Pulfe 
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Pulfe  of  my  heart ! — dear  fource  of  care, 

Stol'n  fighs,  and  love-breach'd  vows  ! 
Sweeter  than  when,  through  fcented  air. 

Gay  bloom  the  apple  boughs  ! 
With  thee  no  days  can  winter  feem, 

Nor  froft,  nor  blaft  can  chill ; 
Thou  the  foft  breeze,  the  cheering  beam 

That  keeps  it  fummer  ftill ! 

The  air  of  thefe  ftanzas  is  exquifitely  charming.  But  the 
beauties  of  the  mulick  of  this  country  are,  at  prefent,  almoft  as 
little  known  as  thofe  of  its  poetry.  And  yet  there  is  no  other 
mtifick  in  the  world  fo  calculated  to  make  its  way  diredlly  to 
the  heart :  it  is  the  voice  of  Nature  and  Sentiment,  and  every 
fibre  of  the  feeling  breaft  is  in  unifon  with  it. 

But  I  beg  pardon  for  this  digreflion  ; — Mufick  is  not  the  fub- 
jedl  now  under  confideration. 

I  REGRET  much  that  I  have  not  "been  able  to  diverfify  this 
colledlion  with  fome  pieces  of  a  fprightlier  ftrain ;  but  I  have 
fought  in  vain  for  fongs  of  wit  and  humour,  that  were  worthy  of 
the  public  eye. 

It  has  been  often  obferved  that  a  ftrain  of  tender  peniivenefs 
is  difcernible  throughout,  in  moft  of  the  mufick  of  this  nation : 
a  circumftance  which  has  been  varioufly  accounted  for  ;  and  the 

H  h  fame 
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fame  remarks,  and  the  fame  reafons  hold  good  in.  regard  to  its 
poetry. 

"  W£  fee  (fays  Mr.  Walker)  that  mufic  maintained  its 
"  ground  in  this  country,  even  after  the  invafion  of  the  Eng- 
"  Ufli,  hut  its  ftyle  fufFcred  a  change  ;  for  the  fprightly  Phry- 
"  gian  gave  place  to  the  grave  Doric,  or  foft  Lydian  meafure. 
"  Such  WAS  the  nice  fenfibilicy  of  the  Bards,  fuch  was  their 
"  tender  affedlion  for  their  country,  that  the  fubje6lion  to 
"  which  the  kingdom  was  reduced,  affected  them  with  the 
"  heavieft  fidnefs.  Sinking  beneath  this  weight  of  fympathetic 
"  forrow,  they  became  a  prey  to  melancholy  :  hence  the  plain- 
"  tivenefs  of  their  mxific  ;  for  the  ideas  that  arife  in  the  mind 
"  are  always  congenial  to,  and  receive  a  tindlure  from,  the  in- 
'-'  fluencing  paflion.  Another  caufc  might  have  concurred  with 
"  the  one  juft  mentioned,  in  promoting  a  change  in  the  ftyle  of 
"  our  mufic :  the  Bards,  oft€n  driven,  together  with  their 
"  patrons,  by  the  fword  of  oppreffion,  from  the  bufy  haunts 
"  of  men,  were  obliged  to  lie  concealed  in  marlhes,  in  gloomy 
"  forefts,  amongft  rugged  mountains,  and  in  glynns  and  vallies 
"  refounding  with  the  noife  of  falling  waters,  or  filled  with 
"  portentoxis  echoes.  Such  fccnes  as  thefe,  by  throwing  a 
"  fettled  gloom  over  the  fancy,  mufl  have  confiderably  encreafed 
"  their  melancholy  ;  fo  that  when  they  attempted  to  fmg,  it 
"  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  their  voices,  thus  weakened 
"  by  flru^^g'.ing  againft  heavy  mental  deprellion,  fhauld  rife 
"  rather  l^y  minor  thirdi>,  which  confilt  but  of  four  fcmitones» 

"  til  an 
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*'  than  by  major  thirds,  which  confifl  of  five.  Now,  ahnofl  all 
"  the  airs  of  this  period  are  found  to  be  fet  in  the  minor 
"  third,  and  to  be  of  the  fage  and  folemn  nature  of  the  muflc 
"  which  Milton  requires  in  his  II  Penseroso'." 

To  illuftrate  his  pofition,  Mr.  V/alker  introduces  the  fol- 
lowing anecdote : 

"  About  the  year  1730,  one  Maguirc,  a  vintner,  refided  near 
*'  Charing-Crofs,  London.  His  houfe  was  much  frequented, 
"  and  his  uncommon  fkill  in  playing  on  the  harp,  was  an  addi- 
*'  tional  incentive :  even  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle,  and  feveral  of 
"  the  miniftry,  fometimes  condefcended  to  vifit  it.  He  was  one 
"  night  called  upon  to  play  fome  Irifli  tunes  ;  he  did  fo  ;  they 
•'  were  plaintive  and  folemn.  His  guefts  demanded  the  reafon, 
"  and  he  told  them,  that  the  native  compofers  were  too  deeply 
*'  diflrelTed  at  the  fituation  of  their  country,  and  her  gallant  fons, 
"  to  be  able  to  compofe  otherwife.  But,  added  he,  take  off  the 
"  reftraints  under  which  they  labour,  and  you  will  not  have 
*'  reafon  to  complain  of  the  plaintivenefs  of  their  notes. 

"  Offence  was  taken  at  thefe  warm  efFufions  ;  his  houfe  be- 
"  came  gradually  negled:ed,  and  he  died,  foon  after,  of  a  broken 
"  heart.  An  Irilh.  harper,  who  was  a  cotemporary  of  Maguire, 
"  and,  like  him,  felt  for  the  fufferings  of  his  country,  had  this 
"  diftich  engraven  on  his  harp  : 

H  h  2  '    Cur 

»    Hijl.  Mem.  of  the  Irifi  Bards,  p.  1 2. 
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"  Cur  Lyra  funeflas  edit  percufla  fonores  ? 
"  Sicut  amiffum  fors  Diadema  gemit ! 

"  But  perhaps  the  melancholy  fpirit  which  breathes  through 
*'  the  li'ifh  mufic  and  poetry  may  be  attributed  to  another 
"  caufe  ;  a  caufe  which  operated  anterior  and  fubfequent  to  the 
"  invafion  of  the  Englifli :  We  mean  the  remarkable  fufcepti- 
"  bility  of  the  Irilh  of  the  pafTion  of  love  ;  a  paflion,  which  the 
"  munificent  eftablifliments  of  the  bards  left  them  at  liberty 
"  freely  to  indulge.  While  the  mind  is  enduring  the  torments 
"  of  hope,  fear,  or  defpair,  its  efFufions  cannot  be  gay.  The 
"  greater  nximber  of  the  produdlions  of  thofe  amorous  poets, 
"  TibuUus,  Catullus,  Petrarch,  and  Hammond,  are  elegiac. 
"  The  anonymous  traveller,  whom  we  have  already  had  occafion 
"  to  mention,  after  fpeaking  of  the  amorous  difpofition  of  the 
"  Irifh,    purfues  the   fubjedl,    in    his    accovmt    of    their  poetry. 

*  The  fubjedl  of  thefe  (their  fongs)  is  always  love,  and  they  feem 
'  to  underftand  poetry  to  be  defigned  for  no  other  purpofe  than 

*  to  ftir  up  that  paflion  in  the  mind '." 

I  HAVE  never  read  the  Travels  here  cited,  but  it  fhould  feem 
that  their  author  intended  not  to  extend  his  remarks  beyond  that 
fpecies  of  poetry  which  may  be  clafFed  under  the  title  of  fongs. 
So  far  his  obfervations  are  perfc^ly  juft ;  but  the  heroic  poetry 
of  our  countrymen  was  defigned  for  the  nobleft  pvirpofcs  ; — love 
indeed  was  ftill  its  objed, — but  it  was  the  fublime  love  of  country 
that  thofe  compofitions  infpired. 

Besides 

»  Hi/l.  Mem.  of  the  Irljlj  Bards,  p.  125. 
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Besides  the  reafons  and  remarks  I  have  qiiotcd,  and  which 
are,  of  themfelves,  amply  fufficient  to  account  for  die  almoft 
total  abfence  of  humorous  poetry  in  our  language,  there  are  ftill 
further  reafons,  which  appear  to  me  to  deferve  attention,  and 
■which  I  therefore  beg  leave  to  lay  before  the  reader, 

1  AM  not  fufficiently  converfant  in  die  flate  of  the  antient 
mufic  of  this  country,  to  fay  what  that  might  once  have  been, 
or  what  degree  of  change  it  might  have  fuffered ;  but  it  does  not 
appear  to  me  that  the  antient  pocti-y  of  Ireland  was  ever  compofed 
in  a  very  lively  ftrain.  I  by  no  means  would  aflert  that  this  is 
certainly  the  cafe;  for,  as  yet,  I  am  but  young  in  refearches :  I 
only  conceive  a  probability  of  its  being  fo,  from  my  never  having 
met  with  an  inftance  to  the  contrary. 

Love  and  War  were  the  two  favourite  objedlis  of  paflion  and 
purfuit,  with  our  antient  countrymen,'"and  of  courfe,  became  the 
conflant  infpirers  of  their  mufe. — In  love,  they  appear  to  have 
been  always  too  much  in  earneft  to  trifle  with  their  attachments  ; 
— and  "  the  flrife  of  fwords" — "  the  field  of  death" — prefented 
no  fubjedt  to  fport  with.  To  them,  alfo,  both  art  and 
nature  came  arrayed  in  fimple  dignity  ;  and  afforded  not  that 
variety  of  circumftance,  and  appearance,  fo  calculated  to  call 
forth  fancy,  and  diverfify  ideas. 

This  feems  to  me  to  be   one   caufe,  why  fcarcely  any  diing 
but  plaindve  tendernefs,  or  epic  majeily^  is  to  be  found  in   the 

compolidons 
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compofitions  of  our  Bards ;    another  reafon  ftill  occurs,  which. 
I  will  give  to  the  reader's  indulgence. 

The  true  poet  is  ever  an  enthuliafl  in  his  art,  and  enthufiafm 
is  feldom  witty.  The  French  abound  in  works  of  wit  and  hu- 
mour ; — the  Englifh  arc  more  in  earncft,  and  therefore  fall  ftiort 
of  the  vivacity  of  the  Gallic  uiufe,  but  infinitely  excel  her  in 
all  that  tends  to  conilitute  the  vital  fpirit  of  poetry.  In  Ireland, 
this  f^ifcinatlng  art  was  ftill  more  univerfally  in  praflice,  and 
ftill  more  enthuiiaftlcally  admired.  The  mufe  was  here  the 
goddefs  of  unbounded  idolatry,  and  her  worfliip  was  the  bulinefs 
of  life.  Our  Irifh  Bards,  "  in  the  fine  frenzy  of  exalted  thought," 
were  loft  to  that  play  of  fancy,  which  only  fports  with  freedom 
when  it  is  not  interrupted  by  the  heart,  or  awed  to  filence  by 
the  fublime  conceptions  of  the  foul. 

Fancy  is,  in  general,  the  vehicle  of  wit ;  imagination  that  of 
genius.  The  happieft  tlioughts  may  flow  in  the  moft  harmo- 
nious, and  highly  adapted  meafure,  withovit  one  fpark  of  poetic 
fire.  At  leaft  one  half  of  thofe  who  bear  the  title  of  EngUfi 
Poets,  are  merely  men  of  wit  and  rhyme  ;  and  I  believe  it  will 
be  acknowledged  that  thofe  amongft  them  who  pofTefled  the 
fublimeft  genius,  defcended  but  feldom  to  fport  with  it.  Young, 
Rowe,  Thomfon,  Gray,  &:c.  are  inftances  of  this.  It  is  by  no 
means  fuppofed  neceflary  for  a  poet  to  be  always  penfive,  philo- 
fophical  or  fublime ;  he  may  fport  with  Fancy, — he  may  laugh 
with  Humour,  he  may  be  gay  in  every  company, — except  that  of 

the 
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the  Mufe  :  in  her  awful  prefence,  her  true  adorer  is  too  much 
poffeffed  by  Iiis  palTion  to  be  gay  ;  he  may  be  approved, — happy,. 
— eloquent, — but  hardly  witty. 

Perhaps  there  are  few  fubjeds  that  afford  a  more  copious 
field  for  obfervation  than  that  of  Irifli  fong,  but  the  limits  of 
my  work  confine  me  to  a  narrow  compafs,  and  will  not  allow 
thefe  few  remarks  to  aflume  the  title  of  Essay.  The  fubjedl  of 
fong,  in  general,  has  been  already  fo  well,  and  copioufly  treated 
of  by  the  pens  of  Aikin,  and  Ritfon,  that  it  has  nothing  in  ftore 
for  me  ;  but  that  of  Irifli  fong  feemed  to  demand  fome  notice, 
and  had  never  before  received  it^ 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  two  firjl  of  the  folloiving  Songs  are  the  compofttions  of  Turlough 
O'Carolan,  a  man  much  and  defervcdly  celebrated  for  his  poetical  talents,  as 

■well  as  for  the  incomparable  fivcetnefs  of  all  his  tnufical  pieces. 

As  his  life  has  been  already  given  to  the  public  by  Mr.  Walker,  in  his 
Hiftorical  Memoirs  of  the  Irifh  Bards,  /  have  nothing  left  to  fay  upon  the 
fubjed :  However y  for  the  benefit  of  fiich  of  my  readers  as  have  not  yet  had 
the  pleafure  of  perufng  that  learned  and  elegant  work,  I  will  infert  a  few 
extrads  from  it,  to  gratify  immediate  curioftty  ;  and  the  public  will  doubtlefs  be^ 
better  pleafed  to  fee  them  in  Mr.  Walker'j  words  than  in  mine. 

"  Carolan  was  born  in  the  year  1670,  in  the  village  of  Nobber,  in  the 
"  county  of  Weflmeath,  on  the  lands  of  Carolanftown,  which  were  wrefled 
"  from  his  ancefiors  by  the  family  of  the  Nugents,  on  their  arrival  in  this 
"  kingdom,  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Second.  His  father  was  a  poor  far' 
"  mer,  the  humble  proprietor  of  a  few  acres,  which  yielded  him  a  f canty  fub- 
"  ffisnce  ;  of  his  mother  I  have  not  been  able  to  colled  any  particulars." 

"  He  mufl  have  been  deprived  of  fight  at  a  very  early  period  of  his  life,  for 
"  he  remembered  no  impreffion  of  colours.  Thus  was  '  knowledge  at  one  en- 
'  trance  quite  fhut  out,'  before  he  bad  taken  even  a  curfory  view  of  the  crea- 
"  tion.  From  this  misfortune,  however,  he  felt  no  uneafnefs ;  he  ufed  merrily 
"  to  fay,  '  my  eyes  are  tranfplanted  into  my  ears.' 

li  "His 


^ 


(      242      ) 

'■  His  mnjlcal  genius  was  foon  dif covered,  and  his  friends  determined  to  culti- 
*'  vate  it ;  about  the  age  of  twelve,  a  proper  majler  was  engaged  to  injlrttd 
"  him  in  the  praElice  of  the  Harp ;  but  though  fond  of  that  inflrument,  he 
"  never  flrt'.ck  it  with  a  mafler's  hand.  Genius  and  di/igenee  arefetdom  united ; 
"  and  it  is  pradice  alone  that  can  perf^d  us  in  any  art.  Tet  his  harp  was 
"  rarely  wylrung :  but,  in  general,  he  only  ufcd  it  to  ajfift  him  in  compofiiion  • 
^^  "  his  fingers  wandered  among  the  firings,  in  quefl  of  the  fzveets  of  melody.'" 

"  At  what  period  of  his  life  Carolan  commenced  itinerant  juufuian,  is  not 
"  known,  nor  is  it  confidently  told  whether,  like  Arnauld  Daniel,  '  //  n^eut 
"  abord  cV autre  Apollon  que  le  Rcfoin  ;'  or  whether  his  fondnefs  for  mufuk 
"  induced  him  to  betake  hinfclf  to  that  prof cjfion.  Dr.  Campbell  indeed feems 
"  to  attribute  his  choice  to  an  early  difappointmcnt  in  love ';  but  we  will  leave 
"  thefe  points  unfcttled,  and  follow  our  Bard  in  his  peregrinations." 

"  Wherever  he  goes,  the  gates  of  the  nobility  and  gentry  are  thrown  open  to 
"  him.  Like  the  Demodocus  of  Homer,  he  is  received  with  refped,  and  a . 
"  dijliriguifljcd  place  ajjigncd  him  at  the  table.  Near  him  is  feated  his  harper, 
"  ready  to  accompany  his  voice,  and  fupply  his  want  of  fkill  in  practical  muftc.'" 
'  Carolan  Cf'^J^  ^^^'  R-itfon '')  ferns,  from  the  dcfcription  we  have  of  him, 
'  to  be  a  genuine  reprefentalive  of  the  ancient  Bards' 

"  It  was  during  his  peregrinations  that  Carolan  compofed  all  thofe  airs  that 
"  arefiill  the  delight  of  his  countrymen.  He  thought  the  tribute  of  a  Song  due 
"  to  every  houfe  where  he  was  entertained,    and  he  never  failed   to  pay  it ; 

(hoofing 
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"  cboofwgfor  his  fubject,  either  the  had  of  the  family,  or  one  of  the  loveliejl  of 
"  its  branches." 

The  Biographer  of  our  Bard,  after  informing  us  of  many  curious  and  in- 
tercfiing  particulars,  for  which  (fearing  to  exceed  the  limits  of  my  work  J  I 
muji  refer  my  readers  to  the  book  from  which  thefe  extrads  are  taken,  proceeds 
to  acquaint  us,  thai  in  the  year  1733  he  lofl  a  beloved,  and  tenderly  lamented 
vjife  ;  and  he  fubjoins  a  beautiful  Monody,  compofcd  by  the  ?nourning  Bard  on 
the  occafion  ;  he  alfo  adds,  that  Cardan  did  not  long  furvive  her. — "  He  died 
"  in  the  month  of  March,  1738,  in  the  fixty-eighth  year  of  his  age,  and  was 
"  interred  in  the  par  if 3  church  of  Kilronan,  in  the  diocefe  of  Ardagh  j 
"  but  '  not  a  flone  tells  where  he  lies  /'  His  grave  indeed  is  flill  known  to 
'*  his  few  furviving  friends,  and  the  neighbouring  hinds  ;  and  his  fhull  is 
"^  di/iinguifhed  from  the  other  fkulls,  which  are  promifcuoujly  fcattered  about 
"■  the  church-yard,  by  a  perforation  in  the  forehead,  through  which  a  fmall 
"  piece  of  ribband  is  drawn. 

"  Though  Carolan  died  univerfally  lamented,  he  would  have  died  unfung, 
"  had  not  the  humble  mufe  of  Rl'Cabe  poured  a  few  elegiac  firains 
"  over  his  cold  retnains.  This  faithful  friend  compofed  a  fhort  Elegy  on 
"  his  death,  which  is  evidently  the  effufwn  of  unfeigned  grief:  unadorned 
"  with  meretricious  ornaments,  it  is  the  piclurc  of  a  mind  torn  with  an- 
"  guifi'." 

Mr.  Walker  here  fubjoins  a  character  of  our  Bard,  from  the  elegant  pen  of 
Mr.  O' Conor. 

I  i  2  "  Very 


The   Elegy   here   mcntionetl,    will  be   found   among   the   modem  Poems   in   tliis 
collection. 
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"  Very  few  have  I  ever  knoivn  -jul'o  h.iJ  a  mere  ligorous  mind,  but  ei  m'md 
"  undifeiplined,  through  the  dcfed,  or  rather  the  abfence  of  cultivation.  Ah- 
"  folulely  the  child  of  Nature,  he  tvas  governed  by  the  ivdulgencics,  and  at 
"  times,  by  the  caprices  of  that  mother.  His  imagination,  ever  on  the  wing, 
"  ivas  eccentric  in  its  poetic  flight  ;  yet,  as  far  as  that  faculty  can  be  employed 
"  tn  the  harmonic  art,  it  ivas  flcady  and  colleclcd.  In  the  variety  of  his  mufi- 
"  cal  numbers,  he  kncio  hoiv  to  make  afeleclion,  and  ivas  feldom  ccntent  with 
"  mediocrity.  So  happy,  fo  elevated  was  he,  in  fame  of  his  compofitions,  that 
"  he  excited  the  wonder,  and  obtained  the  approbation,  of  a  great  majler,  who 
"  never  faw  him  ;  I  mean  Geminiani," 

"  He  outflrippcd  his  predeceffors  in  the  three  fpecics  of  compofition  ufed 
"  amon^  the  Irijlo ;  but  be  never  omitted  giving  due  praife  to  fever al  of  his 
"  countrymen,  who  excelled  before  him  in  his  art.  The  Italian  compofitions  he 
"  preferred  to  all  others :  Vivaldi  charmed  him ;  and  with  Corelli  he  was 
"  enraptured.  He  f poke  elegantly  in  his  tnaternal  language,  but  had  advanced 
"  in  years  before  he  learned  EngliJ]}  ;  he  delivered  himfelf  but  indifferently  in 
"  that  language,  and  yet  he  did  not  like  to  be  cor  reded  in  his  folecifms.  It  need 
"  not  be  concealed  that  he  indulged  in  the  ufe  of  fpirituous  liquors  :  this  habit, 
"  he  thought,  or  affeded  to  think,  added  firetigth  to  the  fights  of  his  genius  ; 
"  but,  in  juflice,  it  mufl  be  obferved  that  he  feldom  was  furprized  by  in- 
"  toxication. 

"  Confiitutionally  pious,  he  never  omitted  daily  prayer,  and  fondly  imagined 
*'  himfelf  infpired,  when  he  compofed  fome  pieces  of  church  mufick.  This  idea 
"  contributed  to  his  devotion,  and  thankfgiving  ;  and,  in  this  refpe£l,  his  entbu- 
'■'■  fiafm  was  harmlefs,  and  perhaps  if eful.  Gay  by  nature,  and  cheerful  from 
"  habit,  he  was  a  pleafing  member  of  fociety  ;  and  his  talents,  and  his  morality, 
"  procured  him  ejleem  and  friends  every  where." 

Beftdes 
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Befides  the  two  following  Songs,  there  are  more  of  the  compofttions  of 
Carolan  pojjeffid  of  confiderable  merit ;  but  as  it  was  not  in  my  power  to  give 
them  all  a  place  in  my  colledion,  I  have  feleded,  for  tranflation,  two  that 
appeared  to  be  the  befl  amongfi  them  ;  which,  together  with  fome  other  fongs  of 
jHodern  date,  I  give,  to  fhew  of  what  the  native  genius  and  language  of  this 
country,  even  now,  are  capable ;  labouring,  as  they  do,  under  every  difadvan- 
tage. 


O  N  G. 

For      GRACEY     NUGENT  % 
By      C  a  R  O  L  a  N. 


KJ  F  Gracey's  charms  enraptur'd  will  I  fing  ! 
Fragrant  and  fair,  as  bloflbms  of  the  fpring ; 
To  her  fweet  manners,  and  accomplifh'd  mind, 
Each  rival  Fair  the  palm  of  Love  refign'd. 

How  bleft  her  fweet  fociety  to  fliare  ! 

To  mark  the  ringlets  of  her  flowing  hair '' ; 

Her 


*  "  The  fair  fubje£t  of  this  Song  was  fifter  to  the  late  John  Nugent,  Efq;  of 
"  Caftle-Nugent,  Culambre.  She  lived  with  her  lifter,  Mrs.  Conmee,  near  Bebna- 
"  gar,  in  the  county  of  Rofcommon,  at  tlie  time  ftie  infpired  our  Bard."  Hi/I.  Mem. 
of  Irijh  Bards.  Append,  p.  78. 

">  Hair  is  a  favourite  obje£l  with  all  the  Irifh  Poets,  and  cndlcfs  is  the  variety  of 
their  defcription  : — "  Soft  milty  curls." — "  'U^ick  branching  trcfles  of  bright  redun- 

"  dance." 
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Her  gentle  accents, — her  complacent  mien  ! — 
Supreme  in  charms,  fhe  looks — flie  reigns  a  Queen 


Th: 


"  dance." — •'  Locks  of  f^ir  waving  beauty." — "  Treffes  flowing  on  the  v  ind  like  the 
"  bright  waving  flame  of  an  inverted  torch."  Tliey  even  affe£1:  to  infpire  it  with 
exprejiou  : — as  "  Locks  of  gent/e  luftre." — «  Trefles  of  Under  beauty." — "  The  Maid 
"  with  the  mildly  flowing  hair,"  Sec.   Sec. 

A  friend  to  whom  I  {hewed  this  Song,  obferved,  that  I  had  omitted  a  very  lively 
thought  in  the  conclufion,  whicli  they  had  feen  in  Mr.  Walker's  Memoirs.  As 
that  verfion  has  been  much  read  and  admired,  it  may  perhaps  be  neceflary,  to  vindi- 
cate my  fidelity,  as  a  tranflator,  that  I  (hould  here  give  a  literal  tranflation  of  the 
Song,  to  fliew  that  the  thoughts  have  fufFered  very  little,  either  of  encreafe  or  dimi- 
nution from  the  poetry. 

"  I  will  fing  with  rapture  of  the  Bioflbm  of  Whitenefs  !  Gracey,  the  young  and 
*'  beautiful  woman,  who  bore  away  the  palm  of  excellence  in  fweet  manners  and  ac- 
•'  complilliments,  from  all  the  Fair-ones  of  the  provinces." 

"  Whoever  enjoys  her  conftant  fociety,  no  apprehenfion  of  any  ill  can  aflail  him. — 
"  The  Queen  of  foft  and  winning  mind  and  manners,  with  her  fair  branching  trelTes 
"  flowing  in  ringlets." 

"  Her  fide  like  alabaftcr,  and  her  neck  like  the  fwan,  and  her  countenance  like  the 
"  Sun  in  fummer.  How  bleft  is  it  for  him  who  is  promifed,  as  riches,  to  be  united 
"  to  her,  the  branch  of  fair  curling  tendrils." 

"  Sweet  and  pleafant  is  your  lovely  converfation  ! — bright  and  fparkling  your  blue 
««  eyes ! — and  every  day  do  I  hear  all  tongues  declare  your  praifes,  and  how  grace- 
"  fully  your  bright  trefles  wave  down  your  neck  !" 

"  I  fay  to  the  Maid  of  youthful  mildnefs,  that  her  voice  and  her  converfe  are 
«  fweeter  than  the  fongs  of  the  birds  !  There  is  no  delight  or  charm  that  imagina- 
"  tion  can  conceive  but  what  is  found  ever  attendant  on  Gra<:ey." 

W  "  Hor 
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That  alabafter  form — that  graceful  neck, 
How  do  the  Cygnet's  down  and  whitenefs  deck ! — 
How  does  that  afpedl  fliame  the  cheer  of  day, 
When  fummer  funs  their  brighteft  beams  difplay. 

Blell  is  the  youth  whom  fav'ring  fates  ordain 
The  treafure  of  her  love,  and  charms  to  gain ! 
The  fragrant  branch,  with  curling  tendrils  bound, 
With  breathing  odours — blooming  beauty  crown' d. 

Sweet  is  the  cheer  her  fprightly  wit  fupplies  ! 
Bright  is  the  fparkling  azure  of  her  eyes ! 
Soft  o'er  her  neck  her  lovely  treffes  flow ! 
Warm  in  her  praife  the  tongues  of  rapture  glow ! 

Her's  is  the  voice — tun'd  by  harmonious  Love, 
Soft  as  the  Songs  that  warble  through  the  grove  ! 
Oh  !  fweeter  joys  her  converfe  can  impart ! 
Sweet  to  xhtfeiife,  and  grateful  to  the  heart ! 


Gay 


"  Her  teeth  arranged  in  beautiful  order,  and  her  locks  flowing  in  foft  waving  curls  ! 
««  But  though  it  delights  me  to  fing  of  thy  charms,  I  muft  quit  my  theme ! — With  a 
"  fincere  heart  I  fill  to  thy  health  !" 

The  reader  will  eafily  perceive  that  in  this  literal  tranflation,  I  have  not  fought  for 
elegance  of  exprefTion,  my  only  objeft  being  to  put  it  in  his  power  to  judge  how 
clofely  my  verfion  has  adhered  to  my  origiiwL 
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Gay  pleafures  dance  where'er  her  foot-fteps  bend ; 
And  fmiles  and  rapture  round  the  fair  attend : 
Wit  forms  her  fpeech,  and  Wifdom  fills  her  mind, 
And  fight  a.Tid  foul  in  her  their  objed  find. 

Her  pearly  teeth,  In  beauteous  order  plac'd  ; 

Her  neck  with  bright,  and  curling  trefles  grac'd : 

But  ah,  fo  fair!— in  wit  and  charms  fupreme, 
Unequal  Song  mufl  quit  its  darling  tlierae. 

Here  break  I  off ;— let  fparkUng  goblets  flow, 
And  my  full  heart  its  cordial  wiflies  Ihow : 
To  her  dear  health  this  friendly  draught  I  pour, 
Long  be  her  life,  and  bleft  its  every  hour !—     ' 


-Kfc 


W 


II. 

O  N  G. 

For      M  a  B  L  E      KELLY. 
By      C  a  R  O  L  a  N. 


J.  HE  youth  whom  fav'ring  Heaven's  decree 
To  join  his  fate,  my  Fair  !  with  thee  ; 
And  fee  that  lovely  head  of  thine 
With  fondnefs  on  his  arm  recline  : 

No  thought  bvit  joy  can  fill  his  mind. 
Nor  any  care  can  entrance  find, 
Nor  ficknefs  hurt,  nor  terror  Ihake, — 
And  Death  will  fpare  him,  for  thy  fiike  1 

For  the  bright  flowing  of  thy  hair, 
That  decks  a  face  fo  heavenly  fiiir ; 
And  a  fair  form,  to  match  that  face. 
The  rival  of  the  Cygnet's,  grace. 


When 
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When  with  calm  dignity  fhe  moves, 
Where  the  clear  ftream  her  hue  improves ; 
Where  fhe  her  fnowy  bofom  laves. 
And  floats,  majeflic,  on  the  waves. 

Grace  gave  thy  form,  in  bea\ity  gay. 
And  rang'd  thy  teeth  in  bright  array  ; 
All  tongues  with  joy  thy  praifes  tell, 
And  love  delights   with  thee  to  dwell. 

To  thee  harmonious  powers  belong, 
That  add  to  verfe  the  charms  of  fong ; 
Soft  melody  to  numbers  join, 
And  make  the  Poet  half  divine. 

As  when  the  foftly  blnlhing  rofe 
Clofe  by  fomc  n.ighbouring  lilly  grows  ; 
Su  ;i  is  the  glow  thy  checks  difFufe, 
Ai.d  fuch  their  bright  and  blended  hiies  ! 

The  timid  luflre  of  tliine  eye ' 
■  With  Nature's  purefl  tints  can  vie  ; 

K  k  2  With 


*  It  is  generally  believed  that  Carolaii,  (as  his  Biographer  tells  us)  '<  remem- 
*«  bered  no  imprefllon  of  colours." — But  I  cainot  acquiefce  in  this  opinion :  I 
think  it  muft  have   been  formed   without    fufliaent    grounds,  for  how  was  it  pofli- 

blo 
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With  the  fweet  blue-bell's  azure  gem^. 
That  droops  upon  its  modefl  ftem  ! 

The  Poets  of  lerne's  plains  . 
To  thee  devote  their  choiceft  drains  ; 
And  oft  their  harps  for  thee  are  ftrung, 
And  oft  thy  matchlefs  charms  are  lung : 

Thy  voice,  that  binds  the  lift'ning  foul, — 
That  can  the  M^ildeft  rage  controul ; 
Bid  the  fierce  Crane  its  powers  obey, 
And  charm  him  from  his  finney  prey. 

Nor  doubt  I  of  its  wond'rous  art ; 
Nor  hear  with  unimpalTion'd  heart ; 
Thy  health,  thy  beauties, — ever  dear  ! 
Oft  crown  my  glafs  with  fweeteft  cheer ! 

Since  the  fam'd  Fair  of  ancient  days. 
Whom  Bards  and  Worlds  confpir'd  to  praife, 
Not  one  like  thee  has  fince  appear'd, 
Like  thee,  to  every  heart  endear'd. 


How 


ble  tliat  his  defcription  could  be  thus  glowing,  without  he  retained  the  cleareft  recol- 
le£lion,  and  the  mod  animated  idea^  of  every  beauty  that  fight  c.-.n  convey  to  the 
mind  ? 
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How  bled  the  Bard,  O  lovely  Maid ! 
To  find  thee  in  thy  charms  array'd  ! — 
Thy  pearly  teeth, — thy  flowing  hair, — • 
Thy  neck,  beyond  the  Cygnet,  fair  ! — 


As  when  the  fimple  birds,   at-  nighr. 
Fly  round  the  torch's  fatal  light,^ — 
Wild,  and  with  extacy  elate, 
Unconlcious   of  approaching  fate. 

So  the  foft  fplendours  of  thy  face, 
And  thy  f;iir  form's  enchanting  grace,  > 
Allure  to  death  unwary  Love, 
And  thoufands  the  bright  ruin  prove  ! 

Ev'n  he  whofe  haplefs  eyes ''  no  ray 
Admit  from  Beauty's  cheering  day  ; 
Yet,  though  he  cannot  fee  the  light, 
He  feels  it  warm,  and  knows  it  bright. 

In  beauty,  talents,  tafte  refin'd. 
And  all  the  graces  of  the  mind, 


In 


*  Every  Reader  of  tafte  or  feeling  muft  furely  be  ftruck  with  the  beauty  of  tlii^ 
paflage. — Can  any  thing  be  more  elegant,  or  more  pathetic,  than  the  manner  in 
which  Carolan  alludes  to  his  want  of  fight  ! — but,  indeed,  his  little  pieces  afeund 
in  all  the  riches  of   natural  genius. 
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In  all  iinmatcli'd  thy  charms  remain. 
Nor  meet  a  rival  on  the  plain. 

Thy  flender  foot, — thine  azure  eye, — 
Thy  fmiling  lip,  of  fcarlet  dye, — 
Thy  tapering  hand,  fo  foft  and  fair, — 
The  bright  redundance  of  thy  hair  ! — 

O  bleft  be  the  aufpicious  day 
That  gave  them  to  thy-  Poet  s  lay  ! 
O'er  rival  Bards "  to  lift  his  name, 
Ini|3ire  his  verfe,  and  fwell  his  fame  !— 


'  How  modeftly  the  Poet  here  introduces  a  prophefy  of  his  future  reputation  for 
genius ! 


III. 

O  N  G. 

By       PATRICK      LINDEN. 


KJ  FAIRER  than  the  mountain  fnow, 
When  o'er  it  north's  pure  breezes   blow  ! 
In  all  its  dazzling  luftre  dreft, 
But  purer,  fofter  is  thy  breaft ! 

Colla '  the  Great,  whofe  ample  fway 
Beheld  two  kingdoms  homage  pay. 
Now  gives  tlie  happy  bard  to  fee 
Thy  branch  adorn  die  royal  tree  ! 

No  foreign  graft's  inferior  fhoot 
Has  dar'd  infult  the  mighty  root ! 
Pure  from  its  flem  thy  bloom  afcends, 
And  from  its  height  in  fragrance  bends  ! 


Hadit 


*  He  was  monarch  of  Ireland  in   the  beginning  of  the  fourth  centurj-.     By  the 
fecond  kingdom,  we  muft  fuppofe  tlie  poet  means  the  Dal-Riadas  of  Scotland. 
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Hadd:  thou  been  prefent,  on  the  day 
When  beauty  bore  the  prize  away, 
Thy  charms  had  won  the  royal  fvvahi, 
And  Venus  'felf  had  fu'd  in  vain  ! 

With  foften'd  fire,  imperial  blood 

Pours  through  thy  frame  its  generovis  flood.; 

Rich  in  thy  azure  veins  it  flows. 

Bright  in  thy  blufliing  cheek  it  glows  ! 

That  blood  whence  noble  Savage  fprung. 
And  he  whofc  deeds  the  bards  have  fung, 
Great  Conall-Cearnach  '',  conquering  name  i 
The  champion  of  heroic  fame  J 

Fair  offspring  of  the  royal  race  ! 
Mild  fragrance  !  fafcinating  grace  ! 
Whofe  touch  with  inagic  can  infpire 
The  tender  harp's  ineladious  wire  ! 

See  how  the  fwan  prefumptuous  ftrives, 
Where  glowing  Majefly  revives. 
With  proud  contention,  to  befpeak 
The  foft  dominion  of  tliat  cheek  ! 


Beneath 
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Beneath  it,  fure,  with  fubtle  heed, 
Some  rofe  by  flealth  its  leaf  convey'd ; 
To  filed  its  bright  and  beauteous  dye, 
And  flill  the  varyiiig  blooni  fupply. 

The  trefles  of  thy  filken  hair 
As  curUng  niifls  are  foft  and  fair, 
Bright  waving  o'er  thy  graceful  neck. 
Its  pure  and  tender  fnow  to  deck  ! 

But  O  !  to  fpeak  the  rapture  found !' 
In  thy  dear  voice's  magic  found  ! 
Its  powers  could  death  itfelf  controul,, 
And  call  back  the  expiring  foul ! 

The  tide  that  fiU'd  the  veins  of  Kings,, 
From  whom  thy  noble  lineage  fprlngs  ; 
The  royal  blood  of  Colla,  fee 
Renew'd,  O  charming  maid !  in  thee. 

Nor  in  thy  bofom  flacks  its  pace. 
Nor  fades  it  in  thy  lovely  face  ; 
But  there  with  foft  enchantment  glows, 
And  like  die  bloITom's  tint  it  fliows. 


L  I  How 
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How  does  thy  needle's  art  pourtray 
Each  piaur'd  form,  in  bright  array  ! 
With  Nature's  felf  maintaining  ftrife, 
It  gives  its  own  creation  life  ! 

O  perfed,  all-accomplilli'd  maid! 
In  beaiity's  every  charm  array 'd  : 
Thee  ever  fliall  my  numbers  hail, 
Fair  lilly  of  the  royal  vale  ! 


IV. 
O  N  G. 

THE    MAID    OF    THE    VALLEY. 


Have  you  not  feen  tlie  charmer  of  die  vale  ? 

Nor  heard  her  praife,  in  Love's  fond  accents  drefl.  ?— • 
Nor  how  that  Love  has  turn'd  my  yovith  fo  pale  ! — 

Nor  how  thofe  graces  rob  my  foul  of  reft ! — 

That  fofteft  cheek,  where  dimp'ling  cherubs  play  ! 

That  balhful  eye,  whofe  beams  diffolve  the  heart ! — 
Ah,  gaze  no  more,  fond  wretch !— no  longer  ftay  ! — 

'Tis  death  ! — but  ah,  'tis  worfe  than  death  to  part ! 

My  bleflings  round  the  happy  manfion  wait. 
That  guards  that  form,  in  tender  beauty  dreft ! 

Thofe  lips,  of  truth  and  fmiles  the  rofy  feat ! 
Thofe  matchlefs  charms,  by  every  bard  confeft ! 

L  1   2  That 
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Tliiit  llcndcr  brow  ! — th:it  hand  fo  dazzling  fair, 

No  iilk  its  hue  or  foftncfs  can  expiefs  ! 
No  feather'd  Ibngfters  can  their  down  compare 

With  half  the  beauty  thofe  dear  hands  poiTefs  ! 

■  Love  in  thy  every  feature  couch'd  a  dart ! 

O'er  thy  fair  face,  and  bofom's  white  he  play'd  j 
Love  in  thy  golden  trefles  chain'd  my  heart, 

And  heaven's  own  fmile  thy  'witching  face  array 'd ! 

Not  Dc'irdre\  chai-ms  that  on  each  bofom  ftole  % 
And  led  the  champions  of  our  ifle  away  ; 

Nor  ihe  whofe  eyes  threw  fetters  o'er  the  foul. 

The  fam'd  Blanaide  "  like  thee  the  heart  could  fway  ! 

Of 

*  See  notes  to  the  poem  of  Conloch. 

^  As    the  {lory  to  which   this  paiTage   alludes  is  ftriking   to  a  great  degree,  and 
related  in  a  few  words,  I  will  quote  it  at  large  for  the  reader. 

"  Feircheirtne  was  Ollamh  Filea  to  Conrigh,  a  celebrated  chieftain,  who  lived 

'  in    fplendour  on   the   banks  of    the    Fionnglaife,  in   the  county   of  Kerry.     This 

*  warrior  was  married  to  Blanaide,  a  lady  of  tranfcendant  beauty,  who  had  been  the 
<  meed  of  his  prowefs  in  (ingle  combat  with  Congculionne,  a  knight  of  the  red 
«  branch.  But  the  lady  was  fecretly  attached  to  the  knight  ;  and  in  an  accidental 
'  interview  which  fhe  had  with  him,  ofFercd  to  follow  his  fortunes,  if  he  would,  at 

•  a  certain  time,  and  on  receiving  a  certain  fignal  (both  of  which  fhe  mentioned) 
«  florm  the  caftle,  and  put  her  liufhand,  and  his  attendants,  to  the  fword.  Congcu- 
'  lionne  promifcd  to  follow  her  diredlions,  and  did  fo,  inundating  the  caftle  with  the 
«  blood  of  its  inhabitants.  Feircheirtne,  however,  efcaped  the  flaughter,  and  pur- 
«  fued,  at  a  diftance,  Blanaide  and  her  paramour,  to  the  court  of  Concovar  Mac- 

««  NefTa, 


(     i6r     ) 

Of  beaiity's  garden,  oli  thou  fiiireft  flower ! 

Accept  my  vows,  and  truth  for  trcafure  take  ! 
Oh  deign  to  fliare  with  me  Love's  bUfsfuI  power, 

Nor  conflant  faith,  for  fleeting  wealth,  forfake  ! 

My  mufe  her  harp  fliall  at  thy  bidding  bring, 

And  roll  th'  heroic  tide  of  verfe  alonjr  : 
And  Finian  Chiefs,  and  arms  fliall  wake  the  firing, 

And  Love  and  War  divide  the  lofty  fong ! 

"  Nefla,  determined  to  facrifice  his  perfidious  miftrefs  to  the  manes  of  his  patron. 

"  When  the  Bard  arrived  at  Emania,  he  found  Concovar,  and  his  court,  togethei' 
"  with  the  amorous  fugitives,  walking  on  the  top  of  a  rock,  called  Rinckin  Beara, 
"  enjoying  the  extcnfive  profpecft  which  it  commanded.  Blanaide,  happening  to 
"  detach  herfelf  from  the  reft  of  the  company,  ftood,  wrapped  in  deep  meditation, 
«  on  that  part  of  the  cliff  which  overhung  a  deep  precipice.  The  Bard,  ftepping  up 
"  to  her,  began  an  adulatory  convcrfation ;  then  fuddenly  fpringing  forward,  he 
•«  feized  her  in  his  arms,  and  throwing  himfelf,  with  her,  headlong  down  the 
*«  precipice,  both  were  dafhed  to  pieces."  HiJ}.  Mem.  cf  the  Irijh  Bards,  p.  32. 
Sec  alfo  Keating. 
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l\    C  Cectcc  Cor,t<cjcb  50  >f)effijiiif.  \  f '^' r<k-pyj^ 


6  "Drfi  ^gacrt^j;  ^o  bt';ri]iiii 
':3-.  "fttjtce-  "Dujc  -.ttitojcl)  hT>iii 

<tmac<o))ii  ctlu)tiit  d)|ttii5f)iiti 

0  cjijc't)  o^j'.ie-ctfi  ttii  -DotiiYrit 

<iji  -{.e-<i'd  cjmrectfrt  txtiejfijT) 
7/  Cojriietfo  c(>i  fia6ii  ctcd  fonict)& 

110  cDSY^ctni  vo  1)65  6f  leaf- 
cine-)|t)c  c)6'{(i  ct>i  T)fio)cc)-o 
Mm 


^Kk 


l(> 
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1^  (Ktn  c-ifllc-at)  Ic-  domiectc  e  ge-bjonroa 
co)f5"|:e-  we-  cuf -t  "do  cttcb 
o  11)05  50  1<^  <*^'  ^^i^^  ijft^)c 
L  T^]0)^  "fS^Ol^  ^"  ^"^^»^  "^^  I^iiidcb 

CoT)Ltoc))  '^riiitoc-oa  YOiiiiitiutcb 
110  juji  cectii5l cci?  ctfifD  Tdft  «flrci)5 
viii5g^)l']oiiii  )f  ftutc  jieii  vtjcftjf 

c)0"D  5e-ttbni<6)f  -co  t)ul  net  "Oit)! 
•00  bdp\'fQ-dt)  ecifjtd  -no  ^50^ccl 
)^  11a  zc)Oc>f<xi:)  -^a  ■D)OJiif)ci  rci)t)C- 
&  ^  ^]r'5)0"f  ^oiititt  TicCfi  lti5  I^Hi 

•00  btici)ti  fse^dtd  •van  JMcxcctjw 
,{e-  TDC-oj^b-vnn  tc-  '-f.ra.pn  ttn  laojcc 
guji  ce-cin5ltjt)  Concttt  le-  CoTil<o)cI) 
J/  ^  Sgc-ctto.  uctjT)  ctn  ce-diiti  nd  Con 

•DO  fict5"0  rtlrfonis  Uttii) 
50  -Du^)  -De-ftt5<tii  5ft)cttmc  Sfipiti 
fe-(XM  iiT)uii  '^:)))ccLTtiaft  "Dejcciti^i 
I  0         ^  Tpijlce-  0  5<tc  <6ii  fojitie-  ctti  ccojm 
)^  matt  cctii5<6jf  ■Odji  ccctbttjji 
<tcct  Con dtt  nictfi  fcectTD  ccmbftoj-o 
)f  ce-^-o  TDa|t  -{tojs  net  co)Mi)-oe-tif 
\  )         ''   )S  T3e-cicct)ft  "Dvitiii  5<tii  be)c  dmt'ii'vTX) 
■oe-).f  -Hd  b^eajt  -oo  fdcttt)  iiccof5U)i 

lc-)f  rtit  trtoc  te|t  cectn5ltfD  Cotidll 
/  %  T^^  f  niuccjn  gdti  -out  iid  "Dtt^t 

al<6)c  r[fx  ndjiiti  tict)c5e^tt|t 
<ttit)jti  jf  ^riir)fc-  5CI11  ce-jbe-ttT)  716-  ne-cte 
\\>  'j:uci)5ct)t  );o)-oe-  *]  e^  ccup^z-ixch 
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I ^y  2ln  -itii  cuctld)"6  CucuI-vthh  net  Icttitt 

e-55)n  <t5uf  cu)5fie-ctc  Cbomrlt 
<tii  cuiictjT)  TO  but)  c^ie-^iie-  l^xni 

ZC-JX)  <t5  6u{t)tl  ^gg^ctltt  "DOtI  IMttCctrfl 

/  -^  '    Cftop  met  bo  l)e-55)ti  "D'vtc 

no  fge^ttt  C(tbct)fic  rtjjc  ructft  ccifictjt) 
be-)|i  T)o  |t05ct  ttcjctbYTTbe  ^05 

-ful  met  bectgctl  -OTTC  -DO    COtflftttC 

j  ^^  "^/V")  tufeOf  tjom  6rn  cu^dcb 

f5i-ttlct  cct5ct)fic  rxLon  cujiayb 

){  T)<t  tcu5<t)T)  -DO  tiectc  Y'l  tie-^iti 

JIf  VOX)  seatJTi'vif  fC-)f)  -cd  tiof-jc-vitiii 
7  ^  2I11  f  jM  ~jiop)-o  |ie  c^jle- 

)f  bet  ceetfic  coTii^ctjc  TDcb  et5'Di'i^)te' 

<t-M  ttictcdOiii  50  bfiurtjii  rt50)ti 

|ie-  -ftjof  tict  c^<6)^)^e-  comlo)ri 
I  I  2ltio)f  dgtrtOjcc  <t)t:|t)f  -00  fg^ctl 

6  ,<tc^  -DO  C|tg^ticca  50  ?){t-Dbg^)t 

If  5eCt|i|i  50  tc)0CY:<t)ni  i  -co  teaf 

)f  -Met  ce-^l  ^eafDtt  -jincectf 
7  ^  L^)5  "Dctrii  cvTcjm  <t)t  ni^ctjsce- 

•Oft-VT-D  IjOlH  0)H  )f  Cr  w'etCetJft 

me-jn  w'-y^tbiitttjtis  )f )ii  cectgm^jt 
/  ^  ^  )S  m^  CoT)tcto5c]}  m etc  tict  Coti 

o)5|ie  TDJleetf  ■Drtict  -oe-ettjeiti 

-    Jf  ttte-  et11  flr-M  efO  'f])55b'VTf  etmbflOjT) 
ettroUT)  f5etCet)5  )f  Cr  <t5  "^dstujIM. 
^   ^7         ■    2Lnijc  TO  bf  e-^|i)t  50  wbejt  to  tfictcet^fv 
elT  tetcetjft  ein  eitti  net  C0f5eljfl1ie- 
HO  50  tcet^f  nsecit)  f)  Te^jlet 
f  elT  C|ig^elfel  tJguf  cf  50tlCct 

M  m  2  9/tt 


V  ^ 
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2    /  9/0  -n'lctlldf  <t))t  mo  nictcct)fi 

<i5tct)f<t  <t  Cucvt)nii 

<t]5  f  g^ucd)ii  le-  -DO  ctc-ctfdjZ) 
9    \  "^ iy\o  liictllctf  vov  nicicl)rt)fi 

6{  )niice  "00  05  rtfi)0(im-o  no  cr£tl5ci)5 

)f  giijidb  e  nieCiT)  "DO  1^5  "ooiid  b'vTlc  )fincc- 

•CO  Zje-)fi  Toii  i)e)(:  "oe-d.fisdt) 
^   "^  '^^S  nic-  Coiilrtocb  Kfi^fi  leti  (t)tft)^ 

11  dc  tcii5  f^g^ald  "DO  iirctc  fftii  ii5|te)M 
wa-)id  wbe-)c  Cfte^ttfa  net  co)ji  ii5leie<r 
?L  Cucu)t)-n)i  iid  nctfUH  ti5[)c 
)f  r)id)ti5  "Ore  tidft  d)t)M  tn0^ 
<tn  cjttic  t)0  c<i)cf)nii  dii  cfle-ctj  50  ff'*!^  *^'^''> 
tttiTDjctjg  dlni-M,  )f  <iJntrito)iiti 
'^  ^ta  nib^^p)!!}-  T  tMO  C))ojitrtOcl)  cSont 
d}5  )m}i\z  cle-df  4^  vioncdoo 
Ylf^  e-^r^e-dwi  0  c\t)Ui  50  cvrti-n 
"DO  |i^ctbatrivto)f  df^a^ti  e-d"Ofir)»ui. 
'^    h  ^  7}]d^\  cYpn  d)|nii  dii  lrt6)5 

fgj^cl)  <i5iLf  Id-mt  CJjOMtdoje 
)f  >Mdn  f)M  t:o  Mnife  dg  cd^) 
nid|t  f)X-d|^  5d>i  nidc  5dii  rinid^). 
/    )S-ni^  dn  cdtdjf  "bo  riidjiD  dtitndc 
)f  tidji  cd)te-d"D  w0^  cj^oi)  Hd  rjibftdc 
)f  m^  dM  cn^)ni  ndc  f-vrt  fC-  fOftuf 
dii  -v^  U\)m  "DO  I^j  |ic-  trdc  "DOjirf. 
)S  rut^  dii  b\i^c  ()  tu)r}  50  odim 
)•(  me-  dii  toii5  jdf  11-Dtit  Tid  frj'vi^ 
)>{  me-  dii  ctitntll  dnibaji|t  dit  cjidji) 
K  ^^'^5  "C*^  f  dOjt\:cdti  "be  -do  t^rqni. 

w  ^  .  C;ird5 

7 '^  ^;"^,    , 


i  ^ 


i  ^~ 


%   ) 


X  ^ 
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TJO  co)f5  -0011  cftjc-fe-  UttfoJ) 
•00  conijtctc  fe-  cojiiccuctjlgiie- 
ucb  !  ucl) !  ca  Cftuit)5e-  cu|taf 

^  Cjuitij  tide  iieacb  o)le  ti|i  iDOfiictii 

<ic^  ctfi  tcottctt)  tDO  c<d)pfe 
50  tnctfibATiiti  <tc^|ivt)c 
c^TD  dfi  ce^Tictjb  "00  txojiijp 

^  Cjtu^S  -f)ii  tt  Cbonl<6)c  calttict 

dTDanma  fjg  5ctti  ^onlof 

flit  -00  cjie(X5-ouf  TO  c<oriicOiip 
5^  ^^%<x]t'con  ce-ctsldcb  6ti  C|ittobniict)T) 

'ft?o  ce-cum  cctotiif lutt)5  iitt  ccti)icci) 
ii<tc  tie-d(i  'b)6b'\)  "DO  tiicint7b  nuomiictc 
j.ii  cf<Oftft£ic  cci  w6  loufjct^t 
v^  ^  'j)ix]t  x>o  Lttog^ifte  bljiitt-Dtjcl) 

11CIC  b'y:vttntif  1^  T)OC  tjtorri5'y?i^ 
ma.)t  von  ctiftctif)  "oo  CboiiaLt 
iidtt  jtid|iB  cr  dcconi  ciiom  cotTi^i\rc 
Q)  ■^  <^,d)c  "00  ciini.{5;jid)"D  iiieaii-0  i)iacl)ct 

Mdc  tcii5  "oarii  'j^acAiii  ciuiict 
fti<t)t:  -oT bofibbir^oe  cdoth  c^mtcich 
•nirt)c  "00  2)Y)ubht<ich  rxxol  ulat) 
/y  t/d)^  1^0  CbontMdc  COIlUrilSlrdf 

'''^  iidc  Ictjf  -oo  )(0)iiii  bct|Uii-fct 

iidc  ^"00  -^u^jfi  iiiu|t  bbdlt  fcOiict 
I'M  ffejttr  coficftd,  110  ]ii  Idiiiifa 


9 
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•no  viccftvctc'v^ni  uti  mbojibtctocb 
•00  r:u)c  wo  Contctocl)  c<ortif  ct 

C0|icu))t  )ti  cuni5)T)  Cixcbct 

Q  nJOBfici^t)  ectrfitict  ttictcbd 
j   /^  ^Ciu'dj  -Mdcl)  ctccfi)6c<t)b  Locldi} 

•DO  C'ViC  ttcconicftoni  cjiOTDct 
11.0  <tccfi)6cct)b  tid  Sr^^jge- 
fio  jftcttiM  e-55)n  -ooii  tDOitictti 

j  '/  ^2)ct  'i\\<x^htAO)  tv-  d  tcc-ct5Ttivijl 

f  ct  tieccf  pdjT)  11(3  f  d  ii-)ft>e))iiiti 
no  )cc\i)ch  Sd_xrtti  lid  f  d5fifl£)5 
ti)  b)t-b  cldOcl6"D  dft  tft)Mtic)titi 

j    '^  '"Cjtiids  iidc  )5Cfi)ocd  C|iujciie-dc 

lid  iJY^jtXTi  '<:d  "^tiilcedc  T^f^fOd 
TDO  ctijqf  d  0^5  trcrtidjft 

■MO  J5C|l)Cb  fulcdjfl  fid  SOfCd 

I    o  0  cd^wf )  dtio)f  tini  fee-dcdj-ob 

j^  |iOTiid)t;  •Di^be-djtd)^  2U(7dti 
ndc  led  "DO  cjKdrd'O  budjttfj 
'f df  trid)c  t)ud]fl)b  tid  D^fbr'it^icdc 
Ucb  !  Jj*  ttie-dfd  imiji  riXftla 

wo  ltu|.  j^  -DdTflf  d  dt)01irf 

d  Cboiil<o)c  lid  fle-dg  5cntiCfid 
•we-  ■^e-^ii  4.  iin^jicdTD  CY^old 
I    C^  t)o  ije-jc  "^d  budjt)  5dii  fiojuedftc 

djl  tCO)T)e-df  "O'VTC  -fdll  Cfljcf ) 

gdn  coiiifidc  co)t)cbe-  d^  ■vifge- 


1^ 


-Jbo 
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/f    /^  2>o  5 etc  ruitxni  c&o  cunict)"D 

mo  bbejc  -oiibbctcb  ii)  bj^Mgncfo 
cdiiejf  coiJifictjc  jie-  itieimictc 
mo  cft^cbcit  rttiof  )f  jOMitxt 
/V')  l)5oii5iitfD  wo  bbe-]c  ciTi^-fe^cic 
^■5<tii  we-)c  u]{f{e-<ic  no  tdtctjjt 
<t5  f  ))i  trie-  -oejf  lid  f  5o5Y^'-'"<ir^ 
5txii  tuttc  -DJle-d-f  5ctM  bficic<x)|t. 
"^5^^'  Conltioc  cd  ii5  )f  "Dctjtinie- 
5d-n  ]\f<6)'()  git  11  2L)iiiite  (tftniftuctt) 
bJ}e-)r  5C111  2LffOciii  jf  )oiitif<t 
iiocct  tjomfti  tirtc  t^ncjiuccg 

C  -  )i  -  u  -  <i  -  5  -  b        -f  1  -  II- 


'/7 


II. 

2lcle)jt)5  cbdiirf  lice  Sctjlwi 
"0^  t)oni  f e^ti  ^i5  ttid)c  ttti  cjtttt 

<i)|i  dii  Zj^e-^M  tide  h-^aciX^  dftfdni 
7)0,^  mo  cYh«.){  d"De-55riic-jc  ^bjiiii 
56-  i»)iiti  le-mz  cedf  dji  dii  Zj-^re^jn 
f)t  fid  fdlw  dji  'j^edt)  -mo  b^o]i 
){&<i-b  {)'^^  ){  ce-ol  -Odrii  '^e-)n 

<^d  ~<0)fl  dg  )01t1dfl5^)'D  -DO  f  dtlll 

le-  '(:)tiiid  5d0jt»edt  tid  iidjiiM  nocc 

oc !  dcl^jfijs  jf  Ittti  olc  l)OW 

•Mdji  ^cd fiiif  -00  cedi)  fie-  "oo  cojip  t^   A 
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f'^T5le  vo  Mo)i  jf  h)m\  ipm  '^tps 
<in  cdttdT)  cojdif  <tj|i  '^bjonti. 
i^     ){  |iO)iitt)c  Ijoni  ceaf-  <i)^  an  h'^e-)n 
' ■^'Ux  "Dv'jT)  rtg  f)itt)ctc  ltd  te-d|i5 
iidc  tcttfilct  feal5  <t)ft  <t|i  ii5d|t 
50  Zj'^ttcdniccit  in6^<in  6ttjtc 
5"    <i5  ce-uf -{dii  ~}tit)5  cdj|t  }ea^ 

C)5HirtO)-0  tt-HO)|t  dfeUf  dllfdft 

fedcc  ccitcd  <tii)0ft50)l  50  pfidb 

'^  7i{  ^ -^16^  no  cbdii  |i)fiii 

5ebe-  |iaccfD  ttitciiftctiT)  {^e-at 
7    50  i;^ii)5ectT)  «^e)ii  ahltt  ftt  5rd)"D 

-^  2Lt)   {)1\  -do    |1^)t)  CO'M^II  tM^Ot 

ni<ic  1ll6i)iiie  'ftt  ctci6ii  SMJorn 
<:y  <ifii|t  Ttiejc  Ciibdjll  lid  ccdc 
^    c)d  5)^"D  tititi  df  '^Idjc,  110  ffj 
-^  2L-Du5djjic  te-)f  Coiiitii  dfijf 

ttt))5>^b)mi  c]<i^\ac(iT)  dim 
•^    df  -fe-diisuf  f)6fi5lic  TO  rtidc 

0  ff^  cte-dcc  "Dot  lid  cc)oti)i 
-^  O^c  1Y\0  rfidlldf  d  CbOMujn  riirtoit 

TDO   ttd)"D  "fedflBtlf  '^d  CdOltil  CjtUC 
■''J    lldCdTfd  T)5ytfld)'D  lid   fge^dt 

4^  5fitt"D  lid  h^']<if\  '^nj  <l  TO  jtic 
glvd^f^of  fedjijuf  d|iniic  65 

dT)  fd    ft6T  dfcC0|1111ir  >1d  Z^edii 
'■    H  i^)'^^'f]^^)'5)0{  TO  stir  m6^ 

C)iX  bjd-O  tid  ftojs  Cd5l1)5  Cd)|1  tCdfl  : 
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/  wctc  till  ttlbtr)"Dj5  net  f5)(ic  -MTe-ctiig 
(^i._^)fi-oji)5  tocldiiH  ce-rtT)  tict  ccjijoc 

'fa.  ^\js  loct<xnn   net  10115  wb^tectc 
rtittft  T))ct|tft<ij5  cuttiOj-M  ttft  <tiiii 
)f  ftonict)c  cttctx6)f5  cctjft  leaji 
'^  !3o  fb|ie-(t5ct)|i  f jit  TKIttgini^'  50  6oti6 
tt5|fDfiJ5  Loctctnti  lid  ^tongitibfiectc 
TDO  beftfict  n\e-  dbe-ctn  6  'fbjoii-M 
TDct)nit)e-o5ii  d)ii  cvtmh,  d5uf  b|idM 
6be(ifitt)-o  ttn  ifbj^iti  cofiijiac  C]tvct)"D 
•DGC  f trctj  flit  ttTDCjrZ3ftci)T)  bfidil 
jf  cuj^t-^jf)  fjoiiti  cdc  ttn-olff 
.{ut  f d  tcugdjt)  iid)T)  dbedti 
2!>d|t  -DO  Ittjiii^e  dfbe^dfij'VT-f  'j^b^jt 
df  dti  bhfe-]u  ge-  ni6ft  -do  cedini 
vo  b^d|id-o  Ijoni  bfidfi 
110  coififtdc  -oj^iii  ^e-dfi  -od  c)oii)i 
2lf  TDO  tftjiii  se  1116ft  -DO  "DO^S 
df  "DO  fldj   56-  tndfl  -00  rimflM 

dti  lj6ti  dcd5ii)5  cv  cdjii  ledji 
tij  i)e-it|id  ~xi  6fidii  cdjft  ctijHti 
Cjtte-df  iPedjisuf  mo  b|tdcd)|i  'j::e-5ti 
Yd  fdrlidlcd  le-  5tt^]ii  dc|iucb 
)i).CJ5e-df  -{^  nd  .f5g^dtd  tali 
db-f)^5inife-  iFbjMti  -nd|i  CYitt  511c 
'''2L5ji-0|1)5  LoctdMM  f  r-o  f  d  cjidjs 
cdt)  g^  dti  "^ttc  cd  "oviiiM  dce-jLc 
-MJ  5^dbd)"D  5dti  brdtdT)  Idiiii 


tio  TO  de-dii  foo  cr  'fo  lid  bine)t  r  / 

7 


N  n  ^^31^ 
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'fin  t)rbfirtt)  iiic-6ft{iii  "o'ajf 

^f  im6ji  ttii  5lOT)  -Dvii)  iiejc  ^  tcof 
get  11  coriijictc  ■cjb-^e-jfigecic  ce-ttiHi 

•00  tctZ3ct]|t-  -DO  |t)5  LoctdT)   -Met  lldftni  110f 

2^^  ttii  ltc))iif)ii  0|i-f ct  tfftbjiiii 
6  TO  c])5  cr  rridft  ~<d)tti  diiof 
f)5  t;oiiiii?ct|icctc  ncx.  ccoriit(tiiii  ce-cti) 
fgdfiY^ct  we-  <tce-tiiiii  |ie-  net  coji-p. 
2)0  tirt5"0  Ofccjf  50  ivib|i]5 
co)f5T:)o-ofd  t^ls  jiife-  roric 
)f  ctdim  <tii  T)^  coriirt)|iIectc  "6^115 
h)6iD  mo  ttnTTi~)|i  f^l^i  "Oci  ccof5 
ISo  iittt)  nictc  l^rsTje-dcl)  txiiftjs 
^55  -(tjon-Mloclcttiti  T^jt  S'*-^'  5^ 
cojfj'jcio-cf cc  ^  t>'oii  b'fte'fii 
no  -Oct  5-fg^cfDti)iin  ti)  biif  w6 
e-£i|itctii)  iitt  bulge  56-  red  till 

"CO  Jl^t)   T^ldftttl-ViTD  TOMn  5dt1  oti 

cojfs-^ectTfd  ^  Ton  b^e^n 
110  rTrcY^edt)  Y^ejn  ctjji  ttf on 
2L)fl)n5  TO  cojinctjf.c  ct)ie5ti 
tt|t  -yra  '^ttoldn  '^d  Ieo|i  dcedjic 
ftjg  cifTe  nd  b^edn  njoiim 
5U)i  '{5d|idf  dceann  ^le  nd  cofip 
6e)j))5  bedinirtf,  ^e)rt]?  hwXiyb 
TO  fid^t)  Hide  C^l^d)^  lid  -usituctjt)  irae^^s 
^^^B'H^iY  ^Hdc  tiiejiJiJ;  nd  .{tnrfs 
1  ^^  cc]^^^Qr  iii)fe  ge  Jiiv4  dfbedfis 


^-^ 
l^ 
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Cjsp  <kni\  fill  till  f l))fiii 
ce-ciiiiifi)"0  0|tcbd  (trittftm  Ccjs 

'^TO  CtlttTDct|l  f  Ompct  50  Cfl^)5 

2Ltio)-Dcl)e  ^111  -oujiiii  50  1^^ 
ti)6rt  5ii£tc  t)iiii  cibe)c  gel  11  cg^ot 

50  b«f<ictitti<ir^  tict  .{tofs  tie-  pijtc 
-me-^f se-  ^\)B  Loctrttm  <ciiti)5 

JowDtt  co-<iiiii  lotnbct  ct^^*^ 

jowDd  -{gl^t,  T  Ui)t»e-ctcl)  -De-ctris 

)ottiT)ct  z<6)-{e-<xch  )-f  ttitxc  ^^^05 

11)  urtjb  Ittocb  -D'jod  gctti  tttitn. 

2)0(7  lonroct  cto)t))orti  50  iirortuctttT)  ofji 

TDob  iottif)d  f|i6l  -Dd  cti|t  fie  cuct^m 

dccctt  "f'>ftce-cicl)  fl)]ii»i  lid  ij^le-ctx) 

•00b  )0M1-DCI  ^-lectg    Of    <t|t  CC)01111. 

2:)ob  )onif)ct  cttiM  cl05ctTi  cttuct)T) 
•00b  )Oitit)ci  cti^t  dfeUf  get 
dtiti  f  ct  coriitidc  -co  b5  ^^'^ 
-cob  lojinbct  f55  <^5^i'f  fl-<^)^ 
jV*ofciti  ge-dt  5t^e-5>ie  f  e  ciidiiii 
burtcdcl)  fbpni  -^d  l^O|i  dtcttedf 
Ittii  -00  ciocap  t)]\e-  dMO^t^ 
•oi  l)ow  -j^e-^ii  ^d  -Hidjt  dwedf 

f/ofdll  -DViUHe-  futdllS  COftdlT) 

budrdc  5u]!t  rtio^r^  riiejc  Itlo^tiiKr 
)f  m)n)c  <ii^u^)^  dii  fri6t  C|tof dc 
ZY-{,  ){  ve)^e-<i-b  fio|i'/tictKC-ctcb 
N  n  2 


21.S 
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2I5  Cjiomat)  rtcc)-nii  -(an  ccdr 
TO  |i)j)iie  5<ic  'j^trtjc  tMrt)i  "DO  jedlt 

cf)tt)Ttct  tiutc  cuiJa;!!  lui  ccuiicb 
le-  )tJ5  ^ocl diiti  -net  r^iiCt5  iicij;^ 

50  ttlcfO  COf  cutlet )t  fie-  t)tC  OjlTD 

conifictc  'i^'Vilre-ctc  <t-M  "Oct  ^j^ 

fiX  50iir<ic  (tidbfijs  frt  CC0I5 

Ce-a ii5cilc<t)i  n)5  Loclaim  -{ati  cjie-ctf 

|ie-  mdc  Cubctjtl  ticc  cclectf  mboitb 

e)f)Oti  <tf  ge-ft  ni5ji  ctn  5iij6ni 

"DO  cectti5ci)t  "fjOMti  g^  |ie  tict  cols 

JS  it-M-M    f)tl  "DO   frt^T)  Cowtw  IWiXOi 

5)olt<t  TDO  lij  ftjcctii  fie  bole 
cvTu^bjT)  "Dcttii  Itltcginif  -Met  Icciiti 
50  f5<ifi"^ci"D  tice-rtMn  fie-  titi  cofi^a 
f{]  bfii)t  pttjfic  'Dccnif cc,  -MO  5^ot 
f  joc  dcotictjti  rfi<to)t  5ctii  ce^lt 
0  ciifittt  tti^  Yo  5fittfci)5  TfbjHn 
^f  yectjifi  IjoiM  ct-ti>i,  110  Y^tt  -00  rtiejti 
0  cttfilrt  cir  ^i^o  mo  jfirtfiijd  f0^)M 
'^Mdcb  Tertfiiict  trie  f^;i  ttfi  'f?}l{t)c 
'^titcj^5eolcct3  rbr  6ti  b-^'-fjii 

<itctM1?)  tff)'n  Utt  IM^fl  cccccl) 

5^?^  "00  fiojtt  ct  '^Ittgmiif  rtifti 
ttlfitfl   f1<tC(t)|1    ^littl  )T)  c'jti    Y^^n 

ciinioiiM,  Cix6)nea{  <tf;u-f  pfiffo 
110  TO  f l^ti  tii;e)c  -(Ctiii  i^-fejit  ? 


'frte)c)nife 


fT' 


/  7  ^ 
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^)t^e-<xch  l)om  tttroeccfitmf  ojic 
2Ui  cdfclctcb  f](i  C£t)n)5  d  tcvctjc 
110  f Ivctj  le-  ccuficj  5ctcb  5leo 
cu5ci)f)  ctf  5eft  «i5fi  ttfcttj^jti 
I'd  t)ct  Tct   i>lct)fi[i,  tlO  t)rt  iii[;e6 

<tcleffi)5  Met  tnbertMH  mbl^)t 
no  5ti^|icd  lid  5cg^olctH  fct  cc)It 
och !  bet  b)iiiie-  tjoiM  <tti  Iti. 

ttcle-5fi)5  Met  Mibofib  tCfiectf 
x)0  nittcr  |i)5  LoclttMti  net  ftdg 
jf  t6  ))rt)Mniiieetf)  an  cjieet-f. 
2>et)n  -Det  titjrtife  ttcte5fi)5  cttjt) 

T»tt    w[je)ceet    eXfl  ttti  Cfl^jj  0  Tbe-etf 

tt5  e<tf  letojctjfie-  Met  ^fieet5  fejtii 
ji  ctM  ZJY^e^jM  t>d  ni6|t  -do  tiieet^ 
5e-  caoJMi.{e  nie-ttcd  gdM  ctdcc 

ttg  f)M  t5^0jZJ  50  be-etf   ttIO  f5g^)t 

we  Situ  c^d6jf)5  5dM  cotg 

t^5  e-ff-oe-ttf  |te- T)0|tx)  fcdji  cctfdfi, 

2l-c-l-e-)-^-)-5.b.    fJMjc 
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III. 

t<6)5l)  net  Se-rtlgct. 
Ojf)ii         2Lptt-oitii)5  <tii  ccucttct  cii  <t>i  -^ectlg? 

"DO  |io)«iie-cnb  ttn  <5iictjt  le-  fjoMM 

f5ctH  ^11  tlC-iXCl)  <lt111  TD'^fft^llCt)/) 

0)f)ii  5tjc  nd  1151150M1  -H5ci^t5 
)iiii)f  "Du^titi  )f  -net  cdn  gd 
c)oiirict^-  df.ojiiiiecit)  10^0  an  cfc-ul5? 

^  ff)  caiictHuojftie-  ctM  -frbjctT)  50 
<«;i]ttn"i  leo  ii)6n  hi(i)"6e-rt"6  bjieug 
<tf  tc-  'fjiijime-  )f  le-  tteajtc  ^ttttii 
c)5>it<o)f  fL^fi  <tf  gdcl)  tti<o)"Dni 

"^jVjojt  f-vTg  cle-))te-rtc  (tcc)U 
ge  5Ufi  b)iiti  ftj^  iXc<i'HOi)X)  -jof  ct)lrti 
■cob  -fMr^ltmjg  110  rt.11  ^]))<tti 
Y:)rt  iictfi  loc  dii5l)tfD  5ctji5 

'^?V)Oji  f>T5  CO MUtirt)i  <oii  11c- etc  ctccfijc 
<tpct"0fnT5  c<a; lii  ){  6]  Hue-  516  ft 
TDob  ■Y:f))ri)Mn)5  tio  f^onti  ttnci^B 
'j:C-ctjl  Aft  ■Dci'jrfl  TO  bftomicfD  djt 

^^2)*.  wrtjfte-ctt)  wctc  "^^Oftiid  inecift 
110  5olt  Cft6i)ti  ncift  cctft  fc-S-o 
110 -iM etc  )  -brth-nc-  net  mbari 
^1  vtoc -DO  cujfte-ett)  crtt  ci)ft  ce-ti-o 
2)4  ?«ct))te-el"D  nictc  getftetJT)  net  tetl) 
-yte-etft  iiitft  gdim  rt5  ctift  <tii  Sj/t 
0^"caii  110  itictc  l?or)(\)n  gftjiui 
Q  (^  "DO  CftdtiitM  fan  c)lt  n)6fi  f  ei^tn 


2Sd 
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■MO  2)<ij|ie-  ^b)it}ic-rtT)  5ctii  lof 
^<tii5uc  TO  CH75  11)  bc-)t:  mo  f  p^)f 
2)ci  tticcjfecfD  ttot)  t>c£t5  itiac  ^)iiii 
lid  ^<6lctii  5^1)1111  iictfi  ectji  iic-ctc 
tto  Coiictii  ttt<6t  5j  5^11  5}Ui^)5 
tt-o-^rcifs  me  f<6)  5fiuct)»i  le  -{e-al 
'~2lbctc  bectg  T?o  b)  tti5  '^)oini 
c\T|ie-cfD  5dc  c)o Jill  lid  zco]]p.c]m  ^iittjfi 
bd  bjiiiic-  tjoni  f05d|i  ti  bejt 

_  110  dbyi'VTt  TO  clejtl  <lfT)5,  f TO  trdj'O 

p.        Lejs  <t^  <ihe)t  Td  |i)6iii 

uiiijc  ctii  ji)t;  T:ob  »,:I)ett)Tji  cI)y-o 
gejU  TOM  cg^  ii)0"D  5dc  '^edfic 
cjiom  TO  ceaiiii  ){  -^eac  to  stvti 
6ud)t  btif  )f  f)t  TO  "oeft 
Cfie)T  T011  ze-  fd  o{  TO  cjoiiii 
5)T)  5U)idt>  j6ii5iid"D  le-dcfd  dluttri 
iX{^  TO  |iti5  brd)T)  <i)|t  fbjoini 
Uc  (d^t  Oj^iii)  1110  fsedt  Tfirds 
•n|b)mi  l)oni  Y^rd^ni  to  5to)|i 

S-vrlYTjOT  f  Jidfd  f tif  -jJd  TO  •Djd 

df  c]oini  dii  'jcbj^ti  5dii  ddejc  t»eo 
JS  iii6|i  dn  cediiiidc  l)oni  ^  TO  Tjd 
be-)c  medfs  to  ct)d|t  md^  ttc^jm 
gdii  b)iii3  5dii  e-dTdc  5dii  f|35|ic 
gdn  tjiomidt)  o5|t  d)|t  Td^fii 
'^5-^^'  td1r^  Sd-Do^t  110  -f-oc 
5dii  co^tie-dT  pojic  11  d  Cllttll 

<t  byild  ft  d^f  TOCjIdf  !.(•  TO  TJC  bjt) 

mdic)ni  TO  |i)5  ii)nie-  d hutch 
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A^joiDi  lid.  iJidrt)c  -{a  ^'i^b'vrL  net  c<o)5 
11)  coiiiJti6|UfD  f)ii  fte-  |ij5  iiti  iie-utt 
2lfe-  TDjti  crni  tic-cttii  ttguf  cdtdiii 
<cfe  TO  te-)n  iie-ttfic  lut  tctocb 
<i^r  TO  cfAucii)5  till  nutg  Km 
ttfe  "DO  Z3e)}t  bt^c  lid  ccrtojt 
2lfe-  be)ft  5e-(tLctc  dguf  Hfijdri 
<tfe-  5ejfi  )iif5  ctfi  Ijtm 
n{e-  TO  Cftucot)5  rdftcct  )f  bl^t 

tipjt  bjOMdim  Cfl^C  dgllf  (rllfd  '^JtlH 

0.  A'^)  ttf^  c|iutii5d"D  cojlcct  tio  bl^t 

<tf  ttfi  cctf5<i)|ic  cofipa  tctocb 
<ico^iictni  C|i)6c  frt  cuft  ttcIjVit) 

<l^  -HOftli)    lMtr)fl5    ttTCv'f   ftojs 

<j;  ^tM)|tt;  f]cc)olt  ctjft  f ntttti 
,       4-  cojriiettT  crt^c  )iict)«if)ft  5tc-6)"6 
2lpdTH'v?5  cct  fct)5  TO  "Oja 
<tti  ttt  cct)>i)5  rtii  T)6f  cr5ci)T)  cdjt  le-ttji 
fie-tnticto)  |i)5  LoctctMti  titi  totis 
leji  t^'iz  <tii)o»ictT  foini  fa  cjAectf 
^V'o  ttti  t^  cctjii)5  Cvtjlc  nidc  C|ie)ii 
Ybe-dfi  (tfi  0.11  h'^e-'jn  to  ciTit  tt|i 
11)  le  TO  fi)5  TO  c'\rr  <tii  'f.ea.ii\ 
ttf  |ie-  tct^iii  Ofcrtjft  tt)tiedf5  crtjc 
;V*o  dti  tit  'j^d.  tcd)n)c  Itjdjiiidf  tudji 
'fC-af  ha.  bofb  5I0J1  fiid|t  t)m 

)f   T6ccd   Td.    It1d))lirdf)  TO  "Ojct 

/  (J  50  ccrive-ohd-ti  {C-  le-  ir)diid  ifjini 

5  2_  2L)llediiii 
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2l)llecttiit  ttidc  ctii<6)HY:I))ft  iii6]ft 

11)  lixm  a^i  lct)iii  "00  jab  x:!0  •ojit 

2lf  pm-bx  cle-tt-f  gnjoni  )f  gle^ 
MidO)tici5  |ie-  ^)ai^<x  'px)l 
n)  ciicttctf  50  we-a.'Ud'b  eccf 

)D.         Sg-^TitpM  T)ct|t  11)0  mil fibd)"D  rt|i  gttc  c<o)5 

ttferttiojft  tiittojl  itcrt  5vxti  ce^jlt 

ttcd  T)a  ij;  -fiertrii  -Hd  fi^oiii 

)f  cti  <fn  ifbjaM  'vrle-  ^tpe^jti 
0.  2LpcfO|tYf5  -urtc  r|ird5  iiccc  cco)«f5)OT)  "Ojct 

Ulf  Met  bp)vtt1   ctCbUft  ttfl  ifblOMM 
T  -Olrt  fg^)-M  -Od  wt>5't"D  rtt1ct)|1C 
50  tCfiO)-0'<::e-ci"D    CtM  Y^trtjC   T)(t  CjOtltl 
/sT)  iti)ti)c:  ifO>(:rti.t)ii5  ^)5  net  bf.'jxn 
e-n  tie-ctc  <i^j<ini  ttjnt)|ic  110  ngtitijf 
5ttti  -^b)ctf5tt)tc  !e  b<i)ti5)o-o  no  ^te-  b(5ft 
MO  tcof  etc  -{16)5  50  nibejfiettT)  br<tyb 
2lpcfOfiYi5  -0(1  tMbe)T)-f,  gctn  c^)lt 
^cctfi>^a)T)  te  "oo  cte5|i  -vrle  <tcc)tin 
11)  be-)c  bctccttl  110  le-ctZ3afi  b^n 

HO    clog    11d  TCflttC    ttT)   TO    C)tt 

p.        21^  Jj)iiii  le-<ttM  <iBe)c  cff  <tft  an  Z^-frjn 
ttttie)c  rtii  fi)5  <i^  ti)liie-  -certlb 
nttc  criha.)^  le-ac  -Miciit  ge-all'VT^  ^tl'v•^nn 
c)oiiti<tf  <tf|i<o-McfD  ted  ctn  cfectlg. 

0.  2lij(fOft\r5  5)-D    ^t)ZJctfl   Cct6) 

■Darii   <xhe-)t   ^jotii   tttig^ufct   (tjit) 
<t)C|ieoftfO  5^  ~<d)ni  ytd  bft6«. 
cjonnttf  -00  )t)tiiiecfD  le-o  an  r^etits 

O  o  L<t  ^2, 
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La  "Ott  |Ui)lie-aniiiie-  •fjdnci  "fpm 
ituctttii-vTii  ft^m  net  {ie-ds  f^r-o 

eto)-fo)OM  cc-o]t ){  d5  bjioiirtT)  ^^rx) 
21  f  5iu|t  ^jt^se-  iPjotiii  dii  ftct)c 
<t)ft  <tii  Zjyictjc  Of  2L!tt1'^T11  rjfi 
go  5Y:cica)t)  cujge  ttini  fct  jidiD 
itM  c~)t)-o  65  <i)ri  ttlc-5t»i  lujcl) 
.gbojft  cvf5e  -fceotdii  •]  bjtttn 
■00  le^B  Y^etfo  on|tti  ajitxoii 
5rtii  Y'^jof  TO  cticb  1^0  ccti  6t 
gufi  lean  ftt  f6-D  <i)i  c-)t)T?  ttiaol. 

d"D^  cbojti  ttguf  e-  '^e-jti 
<tjft  lO)i5  lid  })e-)t)-oe-  50  -oj^ti 
50  ftjctb  5^^1)11  tid  |i<6ii  |ig^)T) 
2Lfi  ti-Dot  -oon  e-jtiTD  f ct  cftfttd 
"^joiiii  net  "D)rtj5  fit  -Dii  cbojti 
-njOfi  bfjof  t)6  «{0)ii,  110  f5^t^ 

Cdt^  5ctb  CIM  "ftdJTDb  <Ct  CCMOC. 
2)0  jctb  '(:p-MH  -fOJjt  fd  CfljdlJ 

fd  t)^  .cbo)n  fjccf  dji  Ivcb 
'-{d  pdti|i'VT5  tidfi  Bole  te-  "0)0. 
■mdfi  CU5  dC|t'fdfi  d-MT^  cert 
Cbudldjt)  "f^ojin  'f*!)^?^  <^)^'*^  i^^"0 
gut  d)t  bjuidc  dM  locbd  fb^jni 
tif  dnti  "CO  (jj  <^^'  ttidcdoni  mti^ 
•vob  '^be-(tfi|i  c^)t  "Od  ^Y^dCd)!)  {^ 
3o  5j  dg|tiid)T)  t«d|i  dti  7?6.{ 
dgiif  dbe6t  dfi  "Ddc  -nd  ccdg^|i 
T30  5)  dciie)^  ind)i  dn  itibtftcb 
.^,  ifd  tedcd  b^-H  Mldjl  dn  -SiH. 
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*ftt  pvfOji'vTg  -Oct  b-^tcjc^ect-  tt-ojiectc- 
■00  be-a.^\ta.  vo  fe-<tfic  t)oh  mtitto^. 

<x)ft  rtincto)  fe-5>nl)  net  ccrac  -nojft 
•Of jtt^Ii(tj5  M10  fjS  TDOti  jn-vif  ti5]t 
dti  t»-(:«.crtjt)  cr  mo  cboj^i  fa  cojft?' 
2U111  -DO  f ^)l5  ir)  fb'VTt  mo  f pe-jf 
jf  ti)  Y^bcictt  ttig^  "DO  "Dfi  cbojii' 

)f  wc-cif  ct  l]orn  '^^t  mo  g-vit 
2I11  e-  "DO  ce^)le-  -oo  fuajji  bi{ 
tt  jngectn  tia.'jt,  tio  "OO  riittc 

no  Ca-O  1^  dtl  f tCC  'yTct  ZJfVTt  "DO  C<0) 

<tjtnD)|i  c<o)ni  ^.f  »x)lne  -Ofiettcb 
]\fo  cavi  a-f  dbfvft  tdo  b^6y\ 

MO  (tn  Ye")"0)t<  c-ycuftcdcc  (if  YJOtiti) 

)f  TDllbrtCl)  1)01^  -DO  he)t  IMtXjl  cbJMi 

Y'^jt  o^|t  -DO  h)  'fo  mo  5tct]c 
■00  ft^jt)  j-Mge-dii  %  tid  b-^olc  {^)ny 
zYfZpn  T0M1  lct5iii  f -'ill  cf  tiea5 
dg  f  jti  •iii^t)dtt|t  TDd  be^i  )b-pe-]n' 
^e-dftx  ndti  •fbrld)ii5  Idocf) 
cvTHjm  "00  c^o-nM  d  T?^  tid  &«fb)tc>i 
tMdf^  tcusdifi  tMA^bdfntie  cugditi  cd)|t  djf 
c-vic  |ie  bedf  iid  f  |ied5  ti-o)^ti 
;V*jOfi  Y^buldjtig  if  jonn  cu|t  tid  -ngedf 
C|i\ic  c'Wt^  "oe  dfid)5  "^0  y\d  cnejf  jlg^jt 
ctid)"6  50  l?|tudc  d>i  tocd  f  ii^ni 
4.  f:bund)tedni -TMtid  tid  mbdff  ^^jX) 

O  o  2  2'^)' 
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^0  CMctfirct)?  (tM  toe})    'fC-  cf)5 

ii)6f  '^hiX^b  ^^'^^  cIv;td  110  ce-ctjiT) 
110  50  tcu5  £tn  ^djuiie  c<6pi  <X|i  dif 
•00  cvj-  0  ii)05v]ii  lid  nsjiuctj-o  iroedjig 
Cjidt  'fiici)|t  (til  'j^ctjime  c<6]fi  d|i  <i)f 
115  |t<i)ii)c  tc-)-f  (ic<iiJd)|ic  50  bjuiac 
<in  C|i^c  |i)MiieciT)  fc-ctiio)fi  cjtjoii  t)ccc 
TO  |t)5  11a  bYTJdii  c)ct  gufi  Cfirdj 
2!»o  b)6"Dnict]|iiie-  fj^iict  iTjmii 
iiMdtTii'Viii  ft)Tti  nd  ^hidg  fejih 
<t5  ))Mj^~  ct)|i  eCtiitd)-D  jf  d5  61 
<tclo)-fO)oii  ceo)l  f  d  Dfioiiiid"D  -{g^d-o 
e-jliSjuf  c<6)tce-  dtne-dfs  cd^c 
){  TDyrjd'^lid^s  Of  d^r^t)  T)0  t><ic  -f^e-dft 
till  bfdcdbctjft  tudc  Cbu5d)lt  Y^be-^t 
•d  dTTTbe-dii  f  ejtii  nd  ^•te-ds  fedn  ? 
7?o  &5fi5e^  Coiidii  Hide  f^O|tiid 
M^  cudtd  dfij^rii  ce6t  TDol?  <oj5tie- 
nid  z'd  f  )oiiii  d)fi  )ccjifid)"D 
50  fid)b  ditiM)dttiid  dc<6)lce- 
<^dc  Cbul)d)lL  iMd  te-df-od^j  u^)c 
d  Cb<6)lce-  cfiud)t)  nd  ccof  cc<ot 
5d5d)ni  Oftdm  x)0  tdjmb 
Of  c)6iiti  cd5cb  di?e-)t  -mo  t^jj 
2)0  b)nid|t  dii  'j:b)dii  'fd  b^6n 
'f<i  c)oiiii  d^i  flo)5  dbe-)c  -04.  iiTifc 
no  5ii|i  iii<o)"D  ojfvitiii  c)on  Sd^fte- 
jf  "oviiiiie-  l7(i"Dbdfi  dbejc  c<6). 
gtudjfceofi  t)itii  o  dlrfi-vTH  dtfidcb 
btijtie-dii  cdtind  tid  ccat  C|iiid)T!) 
ii  lOf^S  't'D^  ebon  d5Uf  f  biiin 
I'V  ^  cjtjrft  5}i)titi  "DO  ije-jiie-dt)  iniaj-o 

"^^^  '  6bj 
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b)})  wjfe  rtguf  C<6)lze  ctfi  zrrf 
fit  ii-^)ct-n  'Vitc-  50  t3lu)c;  4-  tit)tt)t 

Wrtft  tcugctnisit^  t»uct)Ti)  1^  cttcf) 
2lrtirtnc  bertg  "Oct  tcu^ttmafi  u^)T) 
<tii-D)ct)5  tict  |mtt5  c)ci  c5  (III  Y^b)Ct»i 

2)0  cu^Tbnidji  'vfle  tici  "OccjL 

){  cYi|t«feif6  fe-  5)iii5ii  i  gctc  ^eart 

ci\'cim<i  to»ici  TDO  b)  cf)6ti 

<i5  <tfi  'fbe-aji  i.  cejte-cfD  5ii<6)  -|  ^ectii 

9^be-cif<trtnTfiir  gujt^ab  ectfbajt)  i)5"0 

cug  4-  "^^^  tdocf)  <t5e-)c  51111  c^iit 

•no  5U|l  ^fl  )^{^(t)f€-  -DO  b)  fir 

rct)ii)5  ticce^)ii  le  ffuc 
2!>i:)ci',:^cii5tti'VTjuie--ooM  ^be-ci^  Cfifon 
<tti  b-f<tccijt)  fe-  tttocb  50  tigajt 
jcfo  |io)tfie-  <tMicccb  ctr^  fe-ol 

e)t)-D  65  jf  "Oct   Cl)0)-M 

/Vjoji  itd^ti  *f )o-mi  4.  bf  ttscijt  iict  f50^rtt 
gujtdb  e-  -^e-pi  fi)5  Mtt  i>f)aii 
5U|t  tefs  le-  C<d)lce-  d^vii 

2Lti  uttjf  ■YTuaftiitici.^  "oe-ctfi^cfD  net  ■{^^di 
giiT^tib  €-  Tf)(>titi  'fejti  ro  h)  <ttfii 
TDO  tej5e-dnitt|i  cf5  S^f^'^  ST'o-o 

ft30  C'VT)i«flT5'{  i'f^'ViC:  iX{  foCtc  gte-dtlll. 

2Je)n5e  Co-mcim  ttidOt  50  bo^it 

Jf    tlOftXf   <3iC0t^   50    TDJCCII 

■00  tiictUrt)5  fc-  f'loitii  50  bedf- 
^f  "DO  nirttt<t)5  '^0  fectc  rtii  '^h]'du 


3  2. 
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2>d  mbt)t  'fb]Or{  <i5ttHi  5U)i  zv  i\onn 

ha.)f[-^)n'n  an  -fe-ciii  c)om\  -f)n  -pjoc 

Of  cr  iirf|i  rJirtO)-D  rttiojf  >io  jij^mi 

wo  5(tl  <ii^\^m  no  mo  ^n'^om 

2lfe  mctonloec  <j:  ro  c^nic 

gdti  ctn  Yb)(tii  lite-  Zjejc  nictji  zt)^ 

SO  >1-Dectf15(l)T)  wo  f l(rct5  -fWO  Icttm 

50  tcjgecfD  fi)OfM  T?a  lectccct,  ^tdo  Itc 
Oh  la  Wttfi5cfD  CrbrtH  tia  cctjctft 
|ie-  mac  t^O|iiict  tict  fsjctc  y\6)-(i 
II)  Y^b-vrlwctoj-D-He-  o  f))i  af  4  >nDJc 
fit  b^bifl  fce-6  -oftiti  M)  -od  tiTe6)M 

f5ii|t  joti-odfi  |i)T)  e  &ejn  wttjt  c^ 
rt  C])OMti)ti  iiirtO)t  ti-tt  gati  c^)ii 
h^Hi-)nn  -00  bg^al  50  cna)rfj 
e-|i5)0f  0f5ti|i  -^ettit  Y:a  cectnti 
f5^ti  "DOC  cdjtic  115  frt  rti6 
<tcoiT(t)ti  tfiaojt  ttcct  5txii  ce^jtt 
■Mdc  jiti5  i?e^)ni  cttidjctj-D  gleojT) 
Con.        ?lf  te-ag  wo  f  |o^)f  tti)  -do  jt^ft 
<CMi)c  Ojfjti  bet  w6|i  6cio)f 
f  nac  f  ct)t  -DO  nirt)c  ctZj^jofin  -^e^jn 
rtf  ctcosndt)  <trtie)ft  50  fni<o)f 
)S  f June-  f g^jti  -do  ti)cfD  <tii  5iijoiit 
)f  ti)  b)<iT)  clcttinci  Ijttojfgne  605 

bejT)  T?0  rflctC  0)f)t1  -00  "DeO)5 

dfo  jowcdfi  leciZjctjt  bciti  jf  CI05 

^<h'^]i^  fcvrfi  "DO  T)o  5t6fi 

h)  cd)nc  TDo  -oectjidctf  ttf  5ti5om 

^eucWclOJTD    df   COtflvt)^    c^)cb 

:;)x_  cbu5 
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fTDO  le^))n  Con<xn  timeafs  cSjcb 
fudgjtct^  crnici)j\ce-  <t|tu>i  b-j^b^jti 

??o  ejjije-  <tti  f b)<tti  50  5ct|i5 
ttcofg  0f5ct)ft  lid  -ndfitM  titi)5 
e-)-o)f.  wo  Ttidcf  ct  T  Coii^ti  nirtoL 
5UJ1  ce-<iii5t<fD  f^'ob  tiguf  ^occj^c 

"DO  tiidc  CuttidjU  -nd^  clea^  c^|i 

T30  tii)tt  "00  5tig^  Wd^t  drti  ? 
jitje-dti  zhrdp\i\  {x>o  |t£i)-D  fjonn) 
gedfd  un\  ce-af\n  x)0  cy^j\  {j 
•out  '^a  hfiTiXc  dti  locbd  f  tifcttib 

"O'-fvCSdjl  d>1  'fb^JHtie-  T>0  C-VTC  ffof 

fV^dji  fbjttmdOj-ritie  fl^ti  oti  ccnoc 
"DO  t^^jt)  Cofidii  iidfi  Zjotc  rrie^)ti 
50  ii)6c-y:d)"6  5Yrl)titi  g^  gdn  itio)tt 

WUfl  CCU)^)"D  iTjOMtl  dT)    dCflUC  Y^jti 

Cbftu)ini)5ediiid)fiiie-  diiojji  fd  iijttji 
cvTtie-dtMdfi  fotiti  f55dc  -^do)  50  "oe-of 
50  fl)db  g-vrtjuii  0  cu^jcb 

50  tCUgdMld^l    lf)0-Mt1  d)ft  511CC)110  l^^«'t^ 

?L^ji  "(^e-dt)  of  tidopce-  d5uf  occ  t^ 
b^nid|t  5dti  -fp^f  dg  cocd)lc  lid  bvdni 

50  ttdfljC  CUgdJtitl  dMIdCb 

5^illloii-H  dpfiejb  df  dti  r^jrti 

Cudc  cedjt-Mdc  )f  e^  Idti 

TDO  h)  )i^)n\,  giiljiiti  c5)ft 

■00  liidc  Ctmidjll  tid|t  ttid^c  5116- 

5Ujt  C0)H5))1  fj  dH  CO^gdft  djjt 


3   -^^ 
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:?lfi  6t  Tije  -06  ttf  ct>i  ccoftiT) 
jf  e  -titt  hijse-  ^  '^hov  50  v^cum 


IV. 

ct)^  nidc  Ciibttjtt  ha.  mcijc  50)! 
i>tt  ciiMia)ii  f)ti  )^e  itio  ji^e- 

rtj^  e-fltf^T^dt)  tii-)c  6o5ci)ft  titt  rfio)ll 

AH  c\i|idc  be<i5  if  bedii  dim 
Cdo$ct-o  titoc  'Dv)iiii  ttmti  7?5 
.bet  itict|c  ctji  ti5tifoTH  'f<t|i  ii5ctfic 

^  T)0  5d5ctni;dd)f  si  5ctcl)  c^^cl)  tiedfic 

df  fjojiii  lid  b-^^dii  d5iif  5oi^ 

)Z-  tiydjCfl-H    dll  CUfldCl)  'fxi  1)|.T)  cg^jWI 

lid  fc-}m  d5  f5d)tcedti  iid  tcotiti 


N'pr 
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j^pfi  '^(i>i  <iti  eunuch  5<iii  certf . 

5Ufl  jctb  CdlttT)  -fctn  tpofic  but)  SMttC 
tn?  S-jr^se-  df  wctcctoni  wii^ 

2Job  )0t1dt1-H  T)^dt|t£C"D   TD)  'fTD0>1   gfieill 

<tti  ^-Mseciii  {0)11  tiX)-n)c  )cce-)'yi 
•DO  /jrtwtift  •f^jti  fojwpe  ttnti 
7?^)ti)c  f)  -pobcttt  -fb^tin 

■DO  'f))|ieci5ti)ft  tticic  CiijiictjU  iidji  c)ni 
50  bunial  6)11+1  5  gdii  C65 

tin  l^^l^'  "^^H  "'^f^J^^i  'f'lic:  CllbVilt 
5<tc  <tOJ1  "Dl  T»<tjt  d-DectftC 

rtjji  dce'jle  iifon  cu)niiietic 

Ctl    1)tt5ft"D  TDOtI  IHSjtl  <ttctjT)   tl5|t 

cd  C|ieci5  a-f  tttcdtigdjf  ctiiedii 
)iiii)f  fS^t  50  nKijcb  T)viiiii  ? 
2l{  -we  juse-dn  fjs  fo  !:%-;iih 
)ni\^0{a.-o  50  cjiv;titi  tMO  "Oitit 

6|i55  wo  fjiibdjt  ctnti  gdc  fi5TD 
d  iiigectn  65  df  wdjcb  "oe-dl^ 
d-M  z'Si'bh^  'fo  vc'ciiii<i){  )cce-p\ 
z<(.b<i.)^  "Ddtti  ^^]ii  -jtbjof  50  ■c>edfi& 
91o  co)-m|ii5e  ojic  6f  cu  "fjoim 
■00  fittj-D  n)tiii  dn  tiidcdotii   mii^ 

^  "^be-dbdf  bujfitjse-  '{vo  hva.'b  . 

5db  itio  co)nifi)5e  50  Irdc  Cfiftc  -32, 

P  p  2ia'    -xj" 
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x)o  ftap  1110  |t55  i**  wtijc  YJOf 
crtbd)fi  -(il))Of  cjix  c<o)  4.  -DO  cb5 
5cti)ct))tife-  -DO  cojrtifijge-  ttbettn 
4.  gdcb  f  ectfi  -Oct  h-fu]l  )ccV) 
%z,<x  )i)otM  |te-  '^']oc])  no  rnu)^ 
laoc  <tf  itirt)c  50jt  4.  tHO  lon5 
mac  ^1^5  ■'I*  Sojicbci  if  geji  vX|tMi 
•06  bd  f)rt)iini  <xn  Vo)Bl^^  bo\^b 
^ectfi  "DO  cu)|ie<if  Met  cjotifi 
■MO  50  jnbe-)ft)tni  ttft  ifbjOT)  -oo  fat 
•Mac  be-pw{]  ajge  -oo  itm^o) 
5^}!  riia)t  aJM^otii  a5uf  ^gb 
2)0  |\^)t)  Ofgaii  -co  5l6|t  ni)fi 
'j:eaft  co]f5ce  -fjM  gac  t<d) 

110    50  bf6)flt)-D    f )OMM  -DO  5e-)f 

-M)  fiac»^a  cufa  jijf  tdo  ttiti^o) 
e5f5)Of  0f5rtri  aguf  5olt 
6o)il?  accofgatt  Iomm  -na  ccac 
11a  feafaiii  sajt  X)on  z^loB 
€-)'0)]\  <ir\  -^eaii  tti^fi  'frt-M  Zjean 
21-D  cirrKoj-D  cu-^a.)i\n  4.  -fc^u-o 
laoc  fa  n'lg^un  of  sacb  -fe-aji 
<if)ol)at  iia  'ftajngc-  50  -ojati 
fa  tijombvtt  c^rtia  4.  5a5  an  iJe-aii 
CIo5rt"o  ce-aMti  ce))tiM]5e-  ^^o  ace-anti 
115  aM  fbtrafi  tiaji  t)m  'fco  tj  cjie-ii 
ati  f5jat  )onitaii  5)  ajji  a-oe-jf  i 
T)fio)ni  IttM  accle-af  a))t  aii  ccl^ 
Z)bS    TiiaMcrjf  5a)f5e-  50  tnbra"6 
iia  fc-afarti  jiigaMafin  aftj?-)c 
<ijt  neajic  4.  gajfge-,  art  ml 
i\L^  iij  'j:brtca  Y-Caji  niajt  f)ii  af  ^ 


1 


^ 
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21  ti  clo)t))OrH  rfom  zo)pze<imr\l  -M<t|i  Scxi) 
h]  tall  aji  t<ioh  ttn  'fbjft  w^jjx 
'fct)5  jtMjtic  clect^  d^  ac)oiiM 
<t5  cedf  tD6  jccjoM  11  <iH  cfl6)5 
61)5  ng^ult  "ftctctt,  )f  t^of5  f^oS'Dct 
^o  <tii  'f.h)o^\  f  t()rii  ^a  cttojiii  Cfiiic 
IMcljC  dfllv-cfD,  ^cc   ge-dt  tfoeilT) 
bet  lvix)te-  ttfcexit)  tio  5C1C  f |iuc 

<J^<lf1  "DO   Cct5lt)5    tttl   fc^U-D  jtC^T^ 

^d  "^e-ctft  tidfi  tii^n  le-)f  rtii  b-fejH 

ce-df  50  iiojge  f)ti  )ccg^)ti 
611  cujnn  rMct|i  c^)fi)5  )^1t* 
■Dyfd-^r^djs  ttio  ??)5  bet  tiidjt  ct5ii"D 
ttii  ct)ciij5L-diifi  ciif  ct  dbedn 
rtti  t-  fy-TD  dii  fed)i  dTDe^|i  cr  ? 
2l)c:ii)5)iii  driiejc  Ciibd]ll  5|i)iin 
df  iJifDii  T^jow  e^  -DOM  'f])'&)y\ 
cd)|i5'^jt)  «i)fc-  TO  l))ie)c  r<)f 
c)d  ni6|i  T30  t|ie]fe  fb^ii  *f^b^)I 
C)5  dii  Idoc  fo  ^d  tttdjc  ctdf 
ne  fjoc  'f]ie  tiedtic  d^i  cc]onn 
){  "D'Y-brdTDdjE  u^)ii  dn  h&<xn 

TO   b^  tlgdll  TO  gVdt'VTtlll  ^b]li 

Cbu5  Midc  f)6y^<t  ii|icd|t  Tfdtt 
z-i  c-'6Td  -Md  ■01x115  Td  fle)5- 
njori  Ybdn  dti  cu|icdri  to  bf  T^ttti 

Td  •f?;^)^  50  tlT^d|U1d  "D^    bldt) 

2»o  cct)t  0f5drt  bd  itidrt  ^e-dtij 
<io-ii ctojf ?dc  Tbe-dris  Td  tttitii  cti^ 
|ie  ^  MMr^.b  -fe-  Sre^uT  dti  Yb)t^       ^ 
■ni&ji  dH  bc^u^  TO  t^ojTie-  l^j 

P  p  2  f^rff  /^^^ 

— lii 
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5onip6)"DL-ctf  fie  Y^Jf^S,  Vt^'='  f  1*^*^"^ 

??e^  «iu)cb  t))onifct  ^f:?^)!!  df -o'fjOT) 

c)ci  ^  cect rut  ctii5a)f5e-  fct  tcjioft) 

"DO  5e<iU  <icco.{5  f  e- na  ltt)7ti 

2!>o  crdMgd)!  Cfi5  ii<ottZ)ci)ft  50  nii?v''<t)t) 

fan  )Ofsy\i  c^ya)'b  frt  to  fgujjt 

c)^  i.  tioeaii  ce-aii5al  -Met  ccy^s  <^<^<oi 

^  -S^c  <oii  ■x>')db  f  )tt  T)0  c-viii 

"Ttariii  rfiac  Itld^na  cjivttjT)  an  cicf 

'^u<x])\  bt{  foS^ti  Tti6f  an  c^uf 

■MJ  f  ajZ;  l^oc  Tio.  tca)ii)5  af 

5ati  <tciie-af  Itcn  tdo  c^e-uf 

'j1<if\  wbe-jt  an  caoga-o  laoc  5<tfiij 

a5  5aba)t  atiajtw  •66  50  teo|t 

TDO  be-)cni<6)f  gan  caba^fi  o  -ne-ac 

■oa  5'f:cc5aT»  iitc^T)  ati  ce-ajic  c6)p. 

7>o  5e-)fie-a-6  "6^  5e)iii  50  nwt^f. 

50  "o^ati  «|i  ^<xc  -fe-a^  "ojo^  fjn 

T)0  Z^e-jcitiao^f  u5te-  fan  uctjj 

■oa  h-^])t^s<^'^  r^jiin  conifiac  -^jt^ 

2)0  cua^t)  gott  ati  a)5n)"D  rti^^t 

"DO  lea-Dftat)  an  Yb)f  ba  ga^i  xl)6 

c)a  be-  at)  c^-f^e-aTb  ^aiD  ann  f^n 

■00  ba  5a|ib  ajo^t  fa  ngl^o 

6MT)a|t  <ic:cto)t)iiicbe-  san  cofiD 

a5  fnaa)-De<t?6  jcotif)  aguf  f55<^^ 

acoMi)na)c  coni^ac  ag  nff 

n5  fbajCY^jOT)  ait^f  r^e-ni  ji^e 


:3o 
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25»o  -Oj'.cftat)  ne  jolt  tid  nctjini  iicc)5 
iiictc  jt^B  "^"^  Soficbit  5^11  cctf  Cfiuctp 
d^  ttiis  cdt(tni  )zc^)'h)c  <tii  be-dii 
|ig^|i  cvic  (Xti-fedji  f)ii  fa  ccfctti 

~Lejc  bt)ct.-Dd)ti  TDO  gbotl  ti<x  ntxjiiti  titt)5 
Itioc  TOtm  iict|t  tlccjc  jccdcl) 
Hit  lii)5e-  -fo  •be-nB'fb)0{  t^I-mh 
•oa  lejje-df  <t)5  fjotiti  •Met  Zjfled5 

d-f  tnjcbe-  txini  fgut^  X)oni  -{ge^t. 
/^o  S-5-e--u-l    b-e-<t-5    tf-s-u-w.      ^c. 

7T^ 
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I. 

Ic-  -DO  bjictcctjs  ^j5  he)]\  tie^fic  agiif  buct)-D 

2lnie-jc  0)^)-M  lid  itibe^)wi-jOT)  sttbtt^t)  c^ejfe  gdcci  c(Jm»Io)i) 

>ict  '^e-iic  "oo  ttig^iit)  CY:bOfit'vTtiii  d)/i  ctccb  ^10  50  tco^fujft 

net  ??)5ce  <tcct  ttcdsajt)  zfao)c)iD  <t5u-f  cdtirt)5 
)0T)^<i)5  <c)fi  Ttictc  Cl}0)itiivrc  5<i25  ce-(tT)-('alrt  ciconijictc 
110  50  b-fct5crt|i  e-)|i]c  Ic-  -DO  fle-dg  ■djWyujc 
65iX-o  6fici)T)eo)ii  50  -ordjbfe-txc  o  ce-cttiT)a)t  -do  cjKojfeucb 
Yt^e-ctgctjfi  jcfD  50  cvt)5fectc  •Oct  te-ct-Dtict"D,  fTDd  >io)nle-ctcb 
?ltii)c  ft)5  5<iti  c^)|ie  "DO  115  snforii  )f  'foslct 
but)  TDe-d^btd  -DO  ^5^dtd  50  rMe-dtDmtacb  d-Mjctbjitt 
■^  2lf(o^  f  Idc  50  ti5ct)|i5e  cl<on  50  tiidc  ttniejji5e- 
f  ct  co^aT)  If  fq^i-De-  -f5(t|i  d)ict)rb  f^e-  cdjftbfic- 
6)'  ttiuji  c^^tl1  a.  zcu)le  5)011  5x1  )i  cjiow  )i\  rejfte 
cdZ3ct)|\  f.<o)"De-a'b  gola  0  5cccb  ^)  50  jiojlc- 
U>  "  «f?d 
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ff<x  5£tC'i)  o.fci'D  uticd  cof^vift  rtftfsbcbe- 

le-ctji  le-  i^^ljifc  tno  gorbrt  -ante)»'5  )f  "oeafis  xxxta, 

XfuflfX  tMctjlbtct  CtlOIMvl  bj  Ct)ft  COMYtcfD  50)16" 

c)ii-n  a)fi  TO  tucc  "^ata  fSctn  •fpnn  a'-o  50)|te- 
CedJiMuf  TOiict  yf.']anA]h  X)o  le-anctf  cojfgealct 
cof<i)ii  ctg  cc5u-{  ^yfiedtii  cct6'a)^t"5ctft)icct  ttttertnrftci)5 
51"D  <cfl7rrt'6ctc  <tiio)|ie-ct^  but)  bv'-tfDdc  t30  cuttcif  - 
■vo  c<izh<s-  Xio.  iicti»irf  cujft  -^Irtcbct  tdcI  ccuinuf " 
21  0f5u)}i  CfUirctcl)  iilujiiti  bj  50  fuiJctc  ^j|i5])i)i 

"21  0^5ujf  na.c  "ozu^  ejceac  50' cof 511ft  jutcb  obtach 
cui|t  cofimati  -oo  &)ttt~<tcl)  -va  tivtftsrtjn  50  -oocjtctcb 
"f  fittoc  5r)ftc  tDO  tci)iitie  o  C|ie^jiir  "DO  hu)llc- 

jvo  tvtti  (3f  5ac  Tuitie  tdotd  IvdT)^^  -^ttti  ccjtup^c- 
Cct5a)ft  ^fttt^ct  cfieajia  5ctb  cftej^e-  <tli5rtZ3jict 
<irS)-D  'f')<^ii(X  fjaiibci  Oftc  tt5  jt^t^f'^T'D  caZjfia 
2lginr)f  ){  ^)ffoe  iMotctt)  'ttrii5|t  cdlnict  ntj  ccu^\<x)s 
<t5l6)|t  g^)|ie-ain>i  u)le-  t:itbct))i  l^n  <t]ft  yb^)ti  Ulcfo 
2Ly:bt£t)r:  tid  firdg  fdccij"De-  riict)c:  -do  liiwfu'tXfi  Griic^a.)'te- 
brjfi  le-ctc  -00^551.11;  cojicjittpe-  A-fb]^^  ii.t  cf>r)5  dcbftiij-oe- 
2>o  ftcitgct  50  in:>&5}ici)ii5  le  f)vt5Z^u)T)  -do  5e^))ii]otiii 
■DO  clo)-Drfie-'5o  ircjos-vrHfi  T^o  cictoj'&e-ct'D  S^^e-dfi  ifg^jftectT) 

•DO  5ct)f5e  lid  "j:v'ancfof)  "f|ic-dfDct)t  5d"0  vtsii^  f-)ri)5-     '^^^ 


Q  q  i^o^E 
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II. 

T?of5  "S^ojll  in  etc  tnofincc. 

2l|i-o  ctj5iic-vicb  "^olU    fe-ct|i  cosctjt)  f )iim 
tttoc  le-<ihiX)T\  lojiii.     f Ofebctjt  ndc  cjm 
^ott  cfiucctc  crtorii.     SrtOft  ejtie-ctcb  fvcfo 
fctOftf iicto)"Dctc  txcttob.     -)Hct|id)5e  >iti  flrccg 
9^rtc  1tl&|inct  >tieci)i.     ifct  cfi6-oct  ttjctt. 
rt,  cl5'>*  Y^<^  fe-cL-ti.     'f^e-tifi  fe-)iiectriiTft  ^jn. 

11.)  fctob  derail-     litoc  ttoiJ-Dit  rii6fi. 

/V*j  crt]^  TO  tij.     nictft  cep  rtccac 

|\e^)iii  ^Ictcct  -^cto).     ce-  Mijii  dctiertf; 

2\,ih^p\  ft)  w)oii,    fct  fge^jiii  5ctii  Sfiofi 

K  -f^  K  glojiie  V'f\'))0]\.     oj-oe-  na  Sgot. 

f/"5ofi  l<i5  ctlTtiii.     fe-vtfi  -c^i-osedt  cdotti. 

iidc  tcjie^jgeait  2!)5)tii.     rtccogcit)  njcitfi. 

Of  bafifia)5  bectMit.     ^ajtfictf  o^r  fiO)T). 

Y<i  be-agat  l)i-iii.     <tcct5|irt  |i)oc  ^'bl^M. 

^e-  cfOMi  c(cJ)r.     'fiHctjc  5*^^^  ^i^"  ""^l"^- 

5)t)  iti6)i  1-1]  -|i^)r.     ftt)c  fluct^g  "DO  fijj. 

Cd)T)fie-ctm  tid  ti"Dt(tii.     lecfDfidc  na  fl6)5 

conn  Y^t^lr^r^fce-  rjig^ii.     "Soli  niectiittiiictc  i)i6ji. 

6tit)  bc-rtgcijt  "D'vic  <iYb)iin.     tdoc  c)ti-nce-  ce-ct^ic. 

^f\<(.oc  tiijllre-  aiie-ttfic 

?l  -ce]|i)iti  ji)o-      rtYbjim  rtii  y')^ii1c  ^^^jf 

Aj\  poll  jia  bri)f-     ttTtie-jftge-  ii)  rctjf.     ■ 

K  nta),i5  ca^iiiuf  r^jf. 

flttjt  5an  Ybe-ctU-     Sfiitjii  cfct-o  ct|t  jott 

*)fi  liii^ixti  tt|i  cectnii.     ticcdc  Mj  cjnt. 

2l"oejfi)iii 
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ffc  biLcrn  -DO  golt.     5*11  -fbvrtc.     5itti  <^be-dU 

f;ct)5iieciT)  50   CTiOMi.     2lTC)fi)ni  ^)0c  tt-j^bjii'M 

•Met  iiT)|t)ct)^  ircoDH.     bj  dji  e-ttglct  jiqtt 

^e-  buan  ^e-  ina)c.     dccdc  h)  f6)5. 

)oiiiifaj5cectc  it)5.     cjOHfecttctc  ■{i6)s- 

Uiifcct  ctse-ttn.     <i  e)iie-dc  11)  mjon 

'^uitcedc  <tti  '(:ectft. 

7>ud{<x  tict  f5ot.     o)|iT)e-)fice-ctc  jie  flr^)5 

t:o)|i?Jeajicctc  cji^ii.     co-f5  cctca  ){  buctti. 

f^f  ftctc  e-.     af  Y^jaL  lomtiiti  ■oct  f e-]tic 

-T30)iiiie^tict  ^holT.     <t5fiu]niie-  niaft  cctjtc 

jomlrtii  ticOfip. 

e-)ne-  -<:ct  c)6f.     bwb  co)^  "Ort  cv)f. 

jf  tne-<ttiwiictc  bjof.     )f  -De-ctlZ^ac  (t;$iirjf. 

2Lii  5ttjf5jf)e-ctc  5|t)ini.     11)  5^:11)1  iij  of  50tL, 

ti)  ce)l)Mi  0)tc  ^bjHti.     j{  Cfiejfe-  e-  net  conn 

■ftdlteajiiu)!  rtY'^'^^'T'     "oa)ce^rttii'vft  <tciieaf. 

<tfi  jott  tici  ct)f.     11)  fI)iM  tt  tcfie-ct^. 

"Hlfte-ctcrt  ni6fi.     b^otincvtc  cir)ct)t. 

coiif a"Dac  cicfie6)ii.     tXY^betifts  50  b^iic  ttj. 

<i5ii{  <]oc  aZjiutimacc  dft  cficb- 

L'^tiidCfit)  Jtioc.     fogd  net  ^1)05. 

leoriictn  ttfi  ^5.     Cft6t)ct  net  5115 oiii 

lcaZ3a.fl   dt^tii. 

Cle-djc  coiiuf  iJvctn.     ^onctf  net  t^'fan 

iii6jir)^tctc  ccto)n.     )0|i5ctlctc  T?5ctn 

e-ftinectc  <tfcct))t.     buttn  |irM  ttn  i^b)r^- 

i?uct)t)  coiiilctnn  ct)f\ 

Le-)T?itit-ctc  ttgetjt.     fonctf  net  |io-o. 

^Olttf    cfoecfD 

cu)jt)t!  {e-  lean  ctj^i  ^ttcb  Cftg^ctn  -Dct  nie^ct-o.  „  s 

A?: 


% 
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^o  BW^t  tid  5rt|i.     Ofigtiri  ltd  ccon 

|to  Sfitit)  tid  wbaii.     6)011  TDctjni  )tirt|i  -{)« 

iflcijt:  tedfgdc  cdOjiii.     '^tdcctedc  u^. 

YC-dft  ct)f-DC-  f  dOft.     "^e-dft  t»fi).f  mrtt. 

/V"d  ccfidojfe-rtc  cco;iji.    le-dcdti  dtdtiti. 

cdcd|t  goll-     fijcdO)fedc  ceditti. 

Cft^)5  CYt^oc  dgujlt.     b)  fi6c'Dd  |t)itii 

ne  "DO  fie^)T)  5dM  tiiepi5.    cji^^m  -^jOTbdjT)  o  ^bjoii 

;V*}  '^Yix^  mo  iiie^]ii.     rfie^)5)ttife  inyi^ot^')- 

•f^h  di^be^dfisujf  Yl)e)t. 

2)0  fsujft  tnq  5i\v-d)ni.     dcd)Ut  gdii  c^jlg. 

d.  Mdl  cd-nd  ■oedfi5. 

21  e)iic-dc  dfi  tf  c.     -DO  ct^r  of  tt)r^"0. 


^<^,v-^  ttftx)  d)5iiedt)  5\?tl.     Y1")~- 


III. 


■^/Aif  K  t)dc:  2»tt]5)-D  ■D'v;b  "^Jdc:  tje-d^dt-  ccr. 

d)}l  Md  ^Cjljobdt)  djfl  t-VTIIg  d5  TDOl  TDOti  6-df105)tf. 

6edT)dj5  dii  lotig^o,  d  cfi^ofc  cap. 
?lii  z^')on  dii  ~OT)fo  ^dii  ~5ft- 
b^ct)  cd)>i5)ol  '-ndfi  cclr)i  •Odfi  cc6)|t, 
^Ofiidjmi  )nd|t  ^S^jc  "DctiiiS))!  "D^ii. 
S'jcjB  5d)^lJf')0n  5d)rii  -Drt  5l6ft. 
'     wjnis  gdc  MiYf)i  djintifti  ^I)rd|i. 
fiutoc  dti  C-df\d)5  cviit  d)fi  ccfl, 
"□•viim  50  -out  Cdfi  cediidjb  cudii 


23o)t5 


(     30I     ) 

2)0)15  tue-  "f:^iir  crt  "00  cuft. 
fte-  ttitijt  ce-  'fj^*  TDOjlg  -odni, 

rMUfi  ^jdiibocttc  net  fettis  fe-d>i, 
-fiertb  Met  f  fte<tlj  115ft) ctiiffiocctc  ii5ttcti 
Cu]j\  rtie-  50  fe<tfcct)ft  ctitti  feojt, 
tt  2)be,  5<iti  ectfbctjT)  <t)ji  -MJujt. 
6'ti  cfjoti  5ti}i5  f l)ua)fi  tiiujfi  nidfi, 
fie-  c6||i  5lo)M  50  ccolrinTii  ccjviti. 
f^d)c  wo  cofictc  ct)"DZ;fectc  vfi, 
c<t)"6bfe-ccc  d  cofidt)  'fct  ctio^, 
I0115  5e^d5dc  hor)6-^<xc  Bv^ctji, 
YciicfD  cS^cfDttc  c}iOTi65ctc  cdoih. 
Lo«5  5ctii  cL^f  a  ccacctjji  dfijii, 
5ctji  ^c^i  tx  fcdcctrti  -Met  fcOftm. 
.feolrttjfi  Tfie  cl^fi  net  cce-cti)  ii5ctfiZj 
wictfi  but)  <fttt  Midfi5  5ctc  5le-dT)  50fitii. 
Cfie  5fi)dii/jctc  5dc  cviTie-  cji^j, 
tt)|i  -^)ctfitdii  TDd  5ct)T)e-  dti  jvtoc 
I)ii5ectf)  ctijfi  c<xblac  net  ccfijoc, 

ttfUhcIC   d  'fjOC  If  d  -jfltdCC 

Sl)Of  -i^d-Dv'fi  -^ojlejiitiedc  cjic^dii 

|10))l)lJlHedC  IMdft  ■Df1d56n  "Ov'-fl, 

fcfi(^dcloii5  rid  ^eolbfidcdc  ^ dOfi, 

cdo5  Cfiedcloni  ojiftdcdc  rji. 

6fiv5  't)e-<ilh(iic  iidCfidc  ii5fi5oZ?dc 

5d}i5  be-ay)bcLclac  c)CCi\ac  iid  CC0I5, 

fl)Of  fndfcdOiM  ){  f  dobjidc  ^edfi5, 

lid  Y^Y^fidf  cdOft  tn:e-df^5  wbdojldc  rr.bo^ib. 

C)of)ldj5  ^)r)  dfiJB  lid  fidi) 

cdfi  Iji)  )f  5cic  11^13  Tnif  tedw 

5dn  bdosdt  cdfi  5ol5d)f>  iid  vcor\. 

d  HOT)  {e-ac  bofi-od)ii  tid  nibe-dT). 

21  Ji 
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2Ui  cAb|t(iii  ce-diigctjt. 

6f(tii)ut)5  (til  Ioii5-fo  (ttiotiM  rdjt  fttjte-  d)5  tduI 
bdcdtrtc  cjtumprtc  lr-MM|t(tc  t<iti-cl).{-oe-, 
<tii  Cfieacdldc  ^griifdc  fy'ticac  Idti  cf)Ofituc 
tJict f^l)cac  h^onnza.c  cubttficdc  ^)ce-rtfdc. 

iidfi  bti)fce-ct|t  TDOti  b'vT'Djii  tici  (-Don)  Iving  tici  b^-vftjin  50  bftct: 
bTittdt)  ttictjc  5cto)ce-  ){  c<i6)t3e-  )f  cvrte-txt)  'net  -oe-ctsct)!) 
o  c)iit«f(t)b  -oviti  bao)  50  Vixoh  net  cjfvTtiiic-  •oon  'fptijti. 
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I. 

0  55^t^^)"  '^'^~- 

'Fe-a.c  0}ictni  ct  pise-ciJi  6o5ci)ii,  me-  6'}i  e-a^  ttjt  ,iici)c['eoi3ci)"D 

c)  -MJt)  )f  f  o)t)e^diiC(t  ■D\TZ3fi  a  ftojfie-tttrct  f <oji  f 'vrtL')fi 

;Vtt  bdO)  nictfi  cttc  d'nt'  eyerie-,  ^e-ac  -octft'  fl)j|ie  OfnT'oe, 

tt)  5Ufiat»  )iiY^be-ticcci  tt|t  ii-0|iectc,  <t  he-  ce-jneal-ct  cjictjbcetic. 

21^  ^cfOix  tin  Cfi^^tiife  <tc^)ni  foi).  gcin  <tjfte  115  <to>ittiiitto)  oj^cim, 

Coft(t)TDe-  ■Djc  tej5)0f  mo  h?-,  to  Cfig^j5e-ctf  5ccc  65  Offo^ific, 
Oftc  5^t^  b^o)fi^ci-Diii<iT^  |ie-  c3c  d  -jd)olc  f))0)5^rt5ctc  'fh)or)hlaz. 
2)))rt0jfjf,  'f:6f  -ct  bjijdcdji  >Mttfi,  "DO  jtci-odf  ro)l  df  rftonijficfD, 
co)jiic-d-o  1110  cfio]t)e-  |ie-  d  co)f,  cu^  we  t)e)rf,  te-  "cjosjioj^. 
T?f  11  ridjA  >ioc-Ddnidfi  vo   jicdc,  d  cvt  f^bolCjidnidft  Y'^Sp'B^'^^ 
<i  lof  d  H-DC-dfitid  •D'>T~,  Y^a)f\c)0|i  f  ]i)  (cfidr)  mo  ri^edblTTt) 
f,  udfi  dii  e-j^e  d>icd)f  -fo,  d  fcuds  BHt-se-dlcdj-f  5)i)d>i5ld)i. 
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Cvijt  ctfjjfi  ftc-  CfioMi^ftrti)  ce,  T)o  •Del  tci)tti  ct  coTlyc-  <i  ce)te 

<i  Cfiaob  «fb)OT)fci  tt)fi  dgtirtjc  5e-citi,  na  'ffon^a  t-^'cit  ixm  c)nicertll. 

7?e-  ]o6)5  jf  tnjlfe-  iia  mjt  f5^'  cugani  ait  rtfc  tict)5ri)5, 

d  c)nb  "fJijoii>fI)olcctc  c-iiii5Cfiu)T),  <iii  Z^e^ctt  5jOT)Y!))Octctc  6<xtfiTffi 

CdiJajtt  djt^f  If-rtt?  bct)f  5S)ri  «(:(tfccfb  -doct)  a)it  mo  "DC-a^l^jjJi 

'^^S  ttctojt  -oo  5t<t)tiitieott  <tt«  gtcijc,  -ooni  ctjnfoe-ojfi  ct  ^^bjcit  OffDcijfic. 

^•tx  t^ofc  co)ni)ie)t»  tte-  5to)tie- 165  jtxtD  5<iirfb)0f  ttOM-oar-ne-, 

<t  crL  ti^)"D  c)ti5clrtO'Dctc  cjioiti.  af  'yt^ac  50  -fji^ocjicuMdc  Ojioni. 

7>o  h^)t  Wttfi  ^o)ti  but)  bcfOctc,  If  Z3e)t:  fO)tb)|t  f05|icfDac, 

'^onw  co))ijMejfce  rt^i  11130)5, -fojbfiifte^  -fti^jc  <tfi  ftiogo)!. 

0  5^-f  TDO  sedbctm  50  Sftcfo,  -{o  tiriict)M   d.  ii)ct|ttxpn  Ojta-o 

cii  "f^e-jn  <i5  dii  eci5  but)  Cfttct),  tict  -f^eac  "Do.  fce^jn'i  ct-o  fc^c^ii. 

Stit  we-ctltdjt)  ff-fjT)  <i)ji  <io-M,  -Mrt  -^S^rtc  <i)|i  dt)  -^-fbolc  ^«^]oTKt(toii. 

tusrt  fce-at  -oiTue-  tio  TDJf-  d  jLo^ne  niciji  ^^t-)m  -nuctjtjgjijf. 

9^clj\  fOllI  -f^df  C)ct11  )10  Clof,    fce^rtl  UrcirtljilctC  <i]]\  /\/*(t f1C]-{fll-f, 

dii  •'f^dft  but)  fc)anit)c(  -(ce-pn,  fjocajtie  net  -^y"''^'*"^  ^^"f1)0)Ir|ie)t) 
2ljft  ii5£ib^)t  TDO  (-0)^  -oo  5a)l,)  la  ^)5lii  fie-  ~cto5  cobajfi 
t3ot)e"ciftc  'f  ctn  -ff^ut  -naji  fecijid  ffiectb,  <t  C|tu6  a  tjc-ctlD'-fct  t)?aiutni. 
Cu5  5ftttt)  ^jocma^i  -^^olctjt)  50  bitocc|io)t)e-ctc  bctncttiiajl. 

TDCC  EMVlf  'y^bjlini'folTDcl  "f^^jM,    gllft  cvif  tj^rMbftjogcX  t)0)fe^)f1 

2L  -cc^c  'f.^]'h  -oo  ttijlt  <tii  "^t^tc,  -DO  ha.0)  '^6{  -Oct  joniflctTD. 

50  tcu5  b3f  TDO  tMct|t  T>e-)ftce-ctfi,  5ct  wo  c^f  TD'ct  cc-.TTJuqjieajt. 

/Va  ttiecit-ctjt  f)bf)  iMdft  f)fi,  Offc  -^^jn,  50  "j:'jfi5ljc  fO]l)s 

<x  'f])]OT)'f:})otcac  )f  fejiii  focc  "DO  {ce^)m  )0H5ctiicctc  eatCfiocc 

2)0  t)(i  cjc  conib^-M  |ie-  ItioH,  'fojljg  ja-o,  tx  bctf  bctjicctol 

*f  ctii  -oe-tiftc  r|t  )nectttb|tofcctc  tiictll,'^ ctti  cvt  5(t)t-lrct-fcctc5ett5cctMi 

if 0)1)5  'f^tif  ctn  be^ctL  rti£t|i  -j-u??  'frtri  -Oct  5|tuat)  itutjt  5fie)ii  f  ctnijictTD 

bciffi  )ict  5Cfittob  bfJ))5re  Y^'^ectccct,  ^ ct  -cto5  fjtje-  fO)ii)Oiicci. 

Cbo)t)ce  <t|t5f  ^1*  'j^ritc  Oficrt  5lttcct  w^ne  wectjicofita, 

C|tO)t)  se-dt  nidtttt  Cfitfc  d-f  bwi,  ^Cttct  fc-ci-nsriicitla  .{^ctiigiTTi. 

•^U-MCt  tC)  TDOC  tt)llie-ttCC  fe)11,  TDO  bud)t)|ie-Ctt)   d  5)t  SttVjfr'^)'^ 

■CO  C(tC  M)  fobudtid  ifVib, -   5dC  d^t:  Ofid)5. 

R  r  ,t>d 


(     3o6    ) 

2!>ct  ttie-dtlcd  |ie  ^jlle-ctt)  net  ^vL  ^ji  ^"Ir^jo'o  <t  c^cib  ctd-orn, 
tno  tiuajt  ti)  ^o)tTie-cttlcci  f)Z?  ct  fciittt)  f Ojnertiictt  f-vTtbjfi. 

"Ociojb  <t  "Dftectc  iiftfi  50)-D  ttio  c^o)'be-  o  <t  ce-a|tct^|i. 

o'ti  50)TD  gejt  gecijtif dojtitc  ttie  ne-ctttibcioscit  -wjz  <iti  -ot^st^^jT).^ 
?lc£t  cin  cuac  50  lejji  i^ujb  )f  -Oct  mbe-jT)  cton-cwMe-  <fD  {t5ct)"D, 
11)  ■DTiC  iidc  compctMttc  c)I,l,  <i  c|Uic  cjOtii|occn£ic  cepbji). 
ctisctp  udjb  dj^ectc  tMO  cj40)t)e,  <t  sin'i'f  foniccjfe-cic  txitisti-oe-, 
it  nl^  'f.Y]0^nii^  50)ttti  Mictft  5I0JM,  jf  OfitM  fte  -^5ofi5r^t''D  'fg^ctcct)"6» 


II. 

Sjlectc  non  ^fhe-a^  5x1ft  -ojt  "60  ^cjn  we-,  '>nict)|i  Uijgjti  tdoim  W150^)^ 
^ce)"0  d.  "Oct  Cft)aii  f )0^  -cjoni  'ima)|t  tt  f  tiiu)M)ni  it)ft  t}0  conifttfo  t)Ojti. 
•ftiettccct  f)0-pci)"De-  'guf  ^  "Dci  f  )Oft-ctijt  «^vto)  f  tjctl?  uj  y'^Ioji) 
'ffeO  l^^ujt  tno  5ft^"Dfct  t>ict|t  btttjc  net  11  tt)|iti)'oe-  <tjjt  ctn  ■0|to)t)neaM. 

■DOT). 

Sb)t  ttie-  fbejH  tictc  tt  ce-ct^ttcc  fpfteo|i)M  ftttc'jrctTD  ^ftttt)  wo  cpo)i:ie- 
'■{1MXC  'f<i'^^e<xc  ■{'&  net  "00^)5  we  wctfi  gectlt  ti)}i  niaojn  ; — 
Yt*ftctO|t  5^|t  -Mctc  'f!'^ii)t)ni  ^e^Jfi  e^Bu-f  <tii  f:e-(tft  ct  cfietjs  wo  cfio)f)e, 
ctM  5tectT)cciii  ^leibe  'gu^  we-  ^^ ci-o  0  <tett-tiectc,  )f  <t  x)^ycz  tejc 

net  hi)T3e. 
Cct  '^e-)^)n  le-  wo  cecfo  f  ea^ic  etn  wo  p6cet  f  jof, — 
'f -^ectfiajb  e-ifi)on  nj  l^ifY^j-o'ff  wo  b^ion  ^etfictojft ; — 
'nitetjft  tt  ^wn]n)w-{e  <t)ji  et  cii|i-.ftt)"De  \<i)^  <t  crl  bfie-efo  X)Ot), 
h]m  0.  gefi  jot  6f-]0f  ett  )f  ^5  ofnetjt  50  C|iow. 
^o  ^"^efo  we  "j^^ejfijn  let  etn  ao-nii^;^  6n\  Znictcetjl  -001), 
)f  c6ttiftvfD  fe)w)T)e  no  "oe-jg^jn  6  phift  na  y^^'c^t^  ; — 
'^ttftetO)!!  fo^rt  netc  '^'^ii)t)W  "j^e^jn  etgtlf  etn  fet5tt7ic  etjfi  '^^jl, 
no  50  n"Ovbtetweto)f  et|i  ccvft-fet)t)e  fill  \:ct  X)ze-)v  -fe  etnon. 


(   3°;   ) 

P^  uttft  bole  ie-){  e-,  mol^dX)  tti)-{e-  5ft^t)  mo  c^wjvc- ; 

jf  pg^  uttft  bole  te-)f  ^,  {u)i3'fe-  w^  le-  net  crtO)5 ; — 

'P^  ticiii  bote  te-jf  g^,  mjle-  djcrijiie-  cji)  tctji  <t  cftojTbe, 

fti  fe-Aiz  <tn  cfotdjf  ctni  be^ttt  ct  pob0i]l,  ){  cu  ^fte-ojt)  ttio  cftojibe-. 

'Set  -Djct  T)5t)-f  CfiecLTD  -D  ±i)oii'f<i.{,  ma.  ^tti5)ti  cu  iictpn  ? 

ii)t  eolctf  cutti  -00  cfje-  ttgujii,  cum  -do  cj-mj-d  titt  tdo  cIu^-d  : 

c^  mo  T)^)-o)  -fdo)  le-ctcfiom  ttsuf  mo  tiiitjm)  ^tto)  bfi6ii ; — 

zii  mo  gctolcvt  50  mop.  a.  i^^e-]p^  t)om,  ttgu-f  mo  5rtcfD  5^ ct-o  uctjm. 

Z^  f  mr)c  <t)n  mo  f  ir)tle-  V^i)Ofi  co-Dct)t  me  iteal, 

<tc  tt  fmf)fie-(tm  ojicfct,  cg^ttt)  Stt^t?;  mft  b^hix-v  ctn  o)ce  tt  ^le-jji ; 

'frtO)  -DO  cu)if(t)-o€-fe-  -DO  -ojulca  me  ctn  Dotiutti  ii)le  50  tc-jfi  ; — 

V<t  cft^eZijn  crijttfictt  ctfo  tif  a.  hixb<xp>fa-(<x  tdo  leuittfi  ttm  bpe-)^? 


III. 

2Lmb)ieard)ii  )f  pig^)fi)tiii  fb<tecctfirt)-D  ttn  citn-c^blcijc  cir 

bctcbuf  5citi  ej'^eacbc,  j.f  b^-ttft  -)ni  etcjittcbc  ttjt  ccvt 

2lcf)aji(i)-o  net  h^]E{^  "oo  ri5«tri<i"DJ)  tD^jmf)  50  hy^p 

■MjOft  bttjticfedbbctcb  <tii  Y'^g^)^^  5^'fi  ^^5  ^^^  ^  Sbectjti  -oe  6u|ic 

?lf  Tubbdcb  -00  -obejsbfe  ttc^j-o  C)ct5bettjinrt)t)b  let  ji  -do  cbrmbctj-oh 

<t-pbtir|t  >ici  fciiettbb  bii-ob  5<totmb<tr^  ctcjt  <t5uf  ctr  ; 

bu-oh  frg^cb  'j::5<il  <tM  ~it|fOfbt<t)rb  Settctti  ve  hupc 

'-{50  2!)vti-md|t  6  cbt^^tttt  ^e  cit  ttn  ^5'^'°')  -T'*  ^?^K  <i)n  5cvl 

2Ui  "^^'^^f^^^r^  fttjmb  jf  feet  fin  no  cbtiigeet-ob  sctcb  cv)f 

<i|i5<tt^  gctcb  -D^jmb  bii-ob  5iietcb  le)f  ejitedcb  jf  clr 

'fjSjgb  cbf^lcbe  fi)U  'f^*  ^^li  ^"o  iMtgbjTb  <tj|t  cert 

0  cbf5^^^  ^^  ^'^"f  ^)t^  Sbetcetii  mbetc  cboif\iie]l  6vftc 

R  r  2  2Uectc 
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rtMti  <tt6  bb5  -f^-jmeftjtibu)!.  <-p6)|ic,  cbtui?.f)^)5  cigti-f  T?ft)f 

)f  le-ctc  (ib)K-)~h  \ole-]-cC'dthu)l  ce)ine<xmhu)l  rna^x  d{  >folla{  x>o  cbftch 

'{z,uf  £t)^  "CO  cba)-f5)-Db  50  irteteanib^jt  ctt  ]jlf-)^ii)i  cbotom^  (t|i  t<ift 

Cjct  -00  cbujiife-t^f  chi)cbnib)t)e  11a  r?^f  rt|i  fjubbcil  ? 

c)ct  tbc^iift^ci-f  biiitjt)  ail  cbuf\ftii)5  50  coinmcbr  mo  bftfifi  5ttcbcly- 

c)<x  bbe^ctfi^rtf  cbusajMM  tecunict^  <i>i  pltcca  6m  niur)iha)n 

o  T^cts  ii5)ini  co)H)ie-ctt  ttctcupe-rtcbcct  Se^ctti  ■ce-6ujic 

2lfiTi^btrt)cb  nib6]ft  bbf)f»  ce-ttnnct^  <t  cctr  ^d  ^p6fic 

)f  tttiu  "DO  l^ji  b<xttci  bii-ob  5iictcb  <t)cect-f  )■{  tmct)T)be-!:tcbc-ceo)l 

-»i)et  cttin  tt)c  dcd  ttcb  5tt)t«  ^Siiert-ociigb  fnirj-  )f  6n6]ii 

-fettio  cbf^ct-ob  "oecicftiicb  <xn  ^cttj-oniajtcctcb  ttiJe^cb  11a  lujgbe- <iti- 

TDtllDMOfl 

<^/o  se^ctfi  cbvwbrt  ctii  ze-  vtd  cbtijft  rt»i  btt^  a.^  cc-v-l 

o  le-j'S  vjjt  50  ci?)ii  ctvT)b  50  cL tin  tia  1t|iiHici>i 

wrji  dcb  jiifi  0^a5  tirt)nii  rtti  «^e-ctfi  Y^)'*i^'^"^'*ilSett(tti  xstbu^c 

^^]  bc^ctjtY^acb  S)ft  e-ifobrtjiT)  co)Mi-fie)5  vtd  an  ]olttcti  4.  ■{'juhat 

Cd  ce-a-o  ct5  5acb  in<x\\cach  6  clvt|t  iia  wrnictii 

ce-dcbc  te-  net  ne-rtCftttjT)  5ctti  gectittdti  y^^j^'^i 

cd  d)fi5)0T)  fodti  dtldf  te-  'ftijdjt  d  trud)tti 

tije-t  Y^edft  dbdcdf)  -»nid])i  iidc  indjjiedT)  dgdjiiSeddii  t:e6v"iic 

Se-dcc  cc?d-o  T^ct5  5dii  ^fiejg  j{  -od  fb)cb)OTD  4_  tcvf 

50  ce-dfic  d  S^,  TDO  i^e-jfi  dii  -ottcd  midtib 

0  center  iii)c  7!>$  r>^  ^tce-fidf)  0  c^jn  dii  uZJdjlt 

56  re-df  dii  t<i.e-  i:rd)fi  ectg  cv  Sbc-dttj-n  ve-  hv^c 

2lf  Tubbdc  dii  Green  club  dg  Cdojncdf)  o  6Sfd)5e-d"D  cr 

<i5u.f  -^edt)  lid  z")j\e  c6)-obcbe-  dii  ^btifdcb  cb^irn 

rd  dii  -^^^^sd^-D  «f)nji5t)c  -fo  1565  mo  cfidX)  fdti  fvn 

<^h^'{  ■{)"  c-y^iii)i)05 dt)  rii]6f  d  TO  fijril^e  d)fi  Sb^ddtl  "oe  6vftc. 

IV.  e-ditioHn 
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IV. 

6ct>riotiii  <icuy^c. 

Set  crt  ttt-vitiii  TDe-ctf,  net  b«^b^)jiii]5]Zj  cctrct|tc, 

)f  t»|tg^ifD  jcfo,  f ctf  5lcif  TDO  f  vile  ! 

^50  bfbAit  mo  C|to)t)e-  -oci  f  tct-o,  tHcijt  <cf  nfs-^jx)  ^ctt), 

te  M)tt5ct)ii  nidfi  -{^btfoct  fvit  le-ttc. 

■Oct  b^h\^^p^]  0  c&afc  be]t  rnuft  ce)le-  le-ctc, 

j-f  etfOfio)ii  -oett-f  fo  f^iibctl^fr'vfini  ! 

"  f5f  ff)Bi^'X]n  fectc  -fsct)}!-  d)5  ecttot)  U-  'iti  fe-<i|ic" 

rt)^  co)ltr]5  -c^ahtii,  <tti  -Oftjrccct  ! 

S50  X)C-)m)}\  '^ep^  nhc-an-,  ce-  tn6|t  ^  tdo  >iieuf, 

)■{•  -M^Jfl  l)OIH  CU  -DOMI    -DJulcrtt)  ! 

ce-   ■D'^ii)5   cll    IMtr   Jrtll    f Injure-  ;15(tMl  ? 

f5ctii  «^(tc  -MO  co)]\  rt)ft  wo  fjr5citca. 

11)  -octiiti  tiio  Iciiii,  'f|io  'j!:f)a)certc  mo  jfictr, 

dce-ctgctft !  tii<t  h)omi  zu  {)ubal  Ijomi, 

6ctJH0nii  rtcfwc  tttCit  ttgct-o  (tiHi, 

f af  "Dae-ft  tinojf  <inn  d  -Dircbct)!) 

Set  StiTcD  fct  cuiiiami!  fct  JiiaT)  5ac  ^l■D^Fne' 

«tii  tCfiidlt-^^ct  fe^l  -0011  wtiMutjii  t)orM? 

mufi  rtb'<:l)cc5tfi<oi-f  50  re-]ni)ii  ceot  ^  )iti)fir, 

)-f  itctj^le  lid  t'-^bc-itfi  <t|v5)tiif). 

c<dftct  cii)l)ti(i,  ^'itriiiX  1  5)olct(i, 

btctcct  -|  t»ttt-{  >ict   jivtlctjD. 

plctii-Dtt  von  -OYrtle-abttft  Y^^-^1ll1  *i  cofictjiut, 

){  -^(tfttc  50  inuttct  gt villi-. 

Set  5ttb  Clie-ctfTDct  C<otl1  !   "DO  1.Tct)flC  t)0?11    llct   fgcojf, 

^50  fM(iiii'prini  ttc<o)-o)  cfr>  ■oejgf, 

fgo  nibY^rctfjt  t)oni  -do  ge-ctti,  tt'j-ectftc  fa  jtun  net  ^-^e-ctft ! 

110    llSfltlf  Htt  IKOtil    lUUtft    ^ct5"^'>TtIM  ! 

ocb 
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och^.  ]{  cft-ac  lrt5  <tZ))ojii,  fitio  ftttjiice-  tictjiM  tdci  ^ii)t)et}i, 

le-  SfiSt)  ce-dftc  T?oii  muko)  "do  C|ie^)5  >tie-. 

f50  vob^)t  1)oni  x)c(  ,i)i<o)i3e-rtMi :  <tc  flcrn  lectc  ttriuojn  ! 

0  "DY^^sajf  we-  <t)|i  "Djc  lid  cr)l.te-. 

Svo  he■<lf^'V\nt^  <xlc-<iha^\  -^an  h^^e-)^  ■6>tc  le- -f^uhonn, 

50  f[V^<i■^]^'i1^r\  zu  vo  taS'-iTi  ctjji  cc-d-o  be-cin. 

fgo  "uttcctjii^  te-dc  duotiti  cd)ft  ct^^inmrri  -iid  tcoim, 

"  ^50  rcjiejSY^'ATti  dii  "Danidri  50  tf^)n  Oftc  *." 

•}tiU|i  dii"0^dfi  cti  dii  dtn  50  nelo"D  cu  l)oni 

){  Cft^)c  ni)fe  f dim  5dii  ^)^e-<ic~, 

wixf.  ^nge-jtc  <iti5led-mi,  gdn  ^)j\pn  gdti  tne-dddjft 

'y:<6)  5e-rt5d  Md  ccfidnti  utM  de-Md|i. 

Scdjmf)  td5,  )f  ^tn  cfio)"De-  cd  dii  cne-d-o 

^<tf  ■oe)Tti)ii  -Mdc  5dft  ixxm  -^Se-f )o«i ! 

le  I)jo>tidftcd)"6  fed^ic  no  jdlv^  i\a  rubdii, 

»fd  ^ojob  mdn  eold  djfi  tte-nloc. 

ii.x>Uo)ter  T)d)ce-  cjo^cd  cdfod, 

.{t^e)nidc  f MdfDd  Cji^e-bdc  ! 

fmiin  b-frbYTge-  trie  0  ce-d|ic  iie-jt  ttid|i  ce-jle-  ledc, 

•  This,  and  another  line,  marked  with  inverted  commas,  were  wanting  in  the  copy 
when  it  was  firft  obtained  4  but  as  the  fenfe  was  perfcft  without  them,  it  was  tranflated, 
and  fent  to  prefs. — Since  that,  thefe  lines  were  fupplied  from  recolledlion,  and  are 
here  given  to  the  Irifli  reader. 


V.  ZhuE 
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V. 

0)U5  i^e-  dfi  cu^jjic  T  bdjftectc  tjoni,  tti'ctfcti|t  f  tne-  ttjji  e-)f  mo 

<t)ft  u3)5  mo  ccCfidTD  ftDO  Miectfictis  f)n  |ittf)<Xfic  mo  frt 

ti)  bi::iict)|i  me-  d5ii>H  -7  me-  «(::alcdt)  net  n-De-o^  50  brfi, 

ttc  Cftucfo  te-dc  "Ddjiifee-ati  d)ft  teat^ctjX)  tict  cjie^ctb  |iociinictT). 

/V*)  cji^ctH  mo  tctbajftc  fe  me-dfom  n<tc  crjf  n^jjie-, 

<ie-M  Jjocc  fgrtjce-  me  i  cojlle-ctf  mo  crt  bvt)|ie-, 

-Mjet  |3)o-n,  ii)t  -pea-Miii-o,  -njel  ^al^a.  co  C|iom  cji^jce, 

le-  be-115  na  ccct|tci-D,  no  fgajicit)  -Met  ccompttiictc. 

9)0  teun  !  mo  "Dectcctjn  !  mo  ni)lletfo!  mo  5fio»i,  f'jtio  cftctTb  ! 

mo  ce-ot  Cfivic  m)lj^!  mo  Ij)ime-df !  mo  f(t]"65fi)o^  -orcjti ! 

c)ct  bo)5ce-cfD  (t)ft  -DYrMe-fcejc  ttjji  bujlecfo,  no  bpe)n  maji  cctjm  ! 

tio  -D^Ofia  ^otct  TO  f)teat)  -oo  -oeis  5^0  lit. 
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I. 


2l{  rti)(cii  l)om  Cftcif  n^\  hiiit  net  fjntie- 

f5Ufi<tb  5  r^u5  b^|i|t  ixcca)l  f d.  tcvr^'fj 

C)ct  be-  b^ctt)  ltd  ))a)ce  -octoj-Dce-  {x:>o  16] 

11)  6ao5ttt  TDO  dccvrjifc-  caopce  no  bfi^ti 

<tj5e-  <tii  ri)05'vfii  cfe^)jii  jf  rtO)l3iie  yn^p\ 

f5  cvt  >i<i  ccucte-bl)  flirt  bY^))^)HM)5 

?lc<tob  tnun  <tc-t  {<x  pjo6  itir|t  ge^jf 

frt  feiirtO)   ttir|t  5tig^)ti  <tcfrttii|irt)"D 

iirtc  cciprtjf)  -0011  ze-  T)4.  5C-rtUrtT)  trictji  ^ pjie 

6be)c  <i)c)fe-  50-115  tid  ccrtnrolrtO) 

rtf  furtj^c  f  ctf  {t)ih  no  ft^jce  5fiiix>inTl 

<tf  ttlirnti  -pe-cif  "do  fvjlgtctf 

fe  ctini)ni  srtc  IS  rt)5  cttcb  xxi  rt)Cfiif 

5ti|t  'fSjtine-ctc  ccif  no  cflc.tjf 

S  f  2  S5r-o 
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dY:u)t  tt5t6|t  iijof  b)tiiie  tio  .ce-ot  ii(tiig^ii 
-njt  fidnf  110  5)iedii-n  -04.  Ynirct)ii)5  crart 
fiac  b'fhr^5te<i^\  50  c)ii»ice-  ctg  ^^acey 
?Ufi?  tirt  fe-rt3  aft  ■olti'fc'De-df  ■o^ct-o 
<tcrt  11a  cc|iae5  fiici  b«^}}tc)>iii)5 
5)t)  )0>ir»i'vTii  l]ow  '^e-pi  tr 
-fOd-oajni  TOJI  fgectt.  rtcb  T^l-ftdjufi 
5ctii  Sfte^  -DO  f  ttt)ttce. 


II. 


Ce  t»c-  ixby(.])u)l  fe-  dirottn  to 

ai^-mb  <ibe-)cb  f:cto)  im  qoMH 

we-rtfujm  tidcf)  ectgat  btif  -do 

50  bfiCicb  ^10  aim  a5e^o  bc-jc  ~)iiii 

Qlchvl  -oe-ctf  uti  mbttcbrttt  ^ttjunecccl)  -^^jotiH 

acboiM  mrji  e-cita  g^Ie  fn^tub  a)fA  ttc'^Tmi 

5ftit-Db  1  f pe^)f  "0011  jdf |ia)-D ;  1tlti)bte-  f  ^jrii  ti)  Cbe-alUjT) 

•D^xi-o  af  -oe-jfe  aji  tea5<fD  an^jtuf  cjim 

Sii)et  c^ot  tJctft  Z^jtitie-  ^feotdt)  ati  •DU)>ie- 

tictcb  ctfi  h^al  -06  cu)5fe-  ttfitiT)  <im  {'So^c  ce-]m 

ctt  5|iiirti"D  nidji  ??6f  <cn  -Ofijcle-.  af  braii  tici  conictjifcc.  aw 

l)lc- 
a)to{5  af  tnjiie  glajfC-  blttc  >io  ttii  cjt^e-bb 
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Se  TDejfi  5ctc  bn<i.m  wotcfo  cl^^i  ^fot  jiejlt 

0T>ed5ttT)a)i  lid  mim  nigtilct 

niertf'>rw  >ictcl)  ■^u)i  net  -ticijc  dtiti 

Sin  f<icf)c  5dc  -Dujuc-  rtccii)l)5e-cxcc  fd  ccg^jtt 

ttf  ttSMirjt  -con  ^\))ie-  <x>(.^^c.)i  6n  -0% 

CYl  ii<t  ccri<teZ3  j^-  Ypitie,  Wb  tict  tcectx)  d^  6)1,  Me 

A^je-t  tieri  -Del  hf^)c  -Mctc  jo^igdticctd  <tcle<tf 

^■ct  ze-  iictcb  le)fi  -DO  d^  cojtine-at 

f)  tt^-  ^ect,i,i  tM^)ii  )^  c>T5f)  TO  ^i^jfjrti  gttetertt 
S)^<tf  -De^e  cofftt  bof^-ct  Wmb  t  bfal 

cd  dn  b^)^e-  ^0  l)>iM 

df^fiu5d-Dl}  tucc   5,i)>i>i 
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IRISH        TALE. 
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ADVERTISE  M   E   N   T. 

THE  Jiory  of  the  follo-whig  Tale  is  to  be  found  in  the  ancient 
hijlory  of  Ireland,  and  is  related  by  Keating,  O'Halloran, 
Warner,  "x^c. 
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T   a 


Mn     and    Mrs,     T  R   A   N   % 

THIS 

TALE 

Is   refpedlfully    addreffed. 

By  their  obliged, 

And  moft  obedient  Servant, 

LnartoUe      Uorooke. 


INTRODUCTION. 

— . inntumUiUMi^tiMumi"— 


XjLCcompliiVd  Pair  !  thefe  fimple  lays, 

With  favour's  eye  perufe  ; 
And  take  from  me,  in  artlcfs  phrafe,- 

The  meffagc  of  the  Mufc. 

A  Mvife,  who  ne'er,  on  Pindtis'  mount, 

Trod  infpiration's  ground ; 
Nor  drank  fweet  frenzy  from  the  fount, 

Where  raptures  breathe  around. 

But  a  bright  Power,  whom  Nature  forms, 

And  Nature's  fcenes  infpire  ; 
Who  mounts  the  winds,  and  rides  the  florms, 

And  glows  with  Heaven's  own  fire  ! 

Who  train'd,  of  old,  our  fires  to  fame, 

And  led  them  to  the  field  ; 
Taxight  them  to  glow  with  Freedom's  flame. 

And  Freedom's  arms  to  wield. 

With  the  wild  War-Song  fir'd  the  foul, 

And  fped  the  daring  blow  ! — 
Or,  bow'd  to  Pity's  foft  controul. 

Wept  o'er  a  dying  foe. 


Or 
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Or  fearch'd  all  Nature's  treafures  round, 

To  deck  a  favourite  fair ; 
Or  tun'd  to  love  a  tender  found, 

And  fang  a  faithful  pair. 

This  power,  while  late  my  couch  I  prefs'd, 

.  To  mental  fight  appear'd  ; 
To  my  charm'd  foul  fweet  words  addrefs'd. 
By  waking  Fancy  heard. 

Shrin'd  in  the  form  of  reverend  age, 

The  friendly  vifion  came  ; 
Rob'd  as  of  old,  a  Bardic  Sage, 

And  took  '  Craftine's  name. 

"  O  thou,  (he  cry'd)  whofe  timid  mind 

"  Its  purpofe  would  delay  ! 
"  Half  flirinkirig  from  it, — yet  inclin'd, — 

"  Half  daring,  to  cflay. 

"  Let  not  the  frown  of  critic  wrath, 

"  Or  fmile  of  critic  fcorn, 
"  Affright  thee  from  the  fplendid  path, 

"  Fame  and  the  Mufe  adorn. 


The, 


'   C|l<t)>fr)1ie-,  a  celebrated  Irlfli  Bard  who  flouriflicd  in  A.  IM.    3648.     Fide 
Keating. 
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**  The  critic  ftorm,  that  proudly  rends 

"  The  oaks  of  Learning's  Hill, 
"  Will  pafs  thy  fhrub,  that  lowly  bends, 

"  Nor  deign  its  gro-vvth  to  kill. 

**  Shine,  while  thovi  can'ft,  pale  trembling  beam, 

"  Ere   fun's  ecllpfe  thy  ray ; 
"  Thy  little  tlar  awhile  may  gleam, 

"  'Till  Phoebus  brings  the  day. 

**  For  oft  the  Mufe,  a  gentle  guellv 

"  Dwells  in  a  female  form  ; 
"  And  patriot  fire,  a  female  breafl, 

"  May  fure  unqueftion'd  warm. 

"  No  more  thy  glorious  tafk  refufe, 
•'  Nor  fhrink  from  fancy'd  hannSy 

**  But,  to  the  eye  of  Britain's  Mufe, 
"  Prefent  a  filler's  charms, 

"  Thee  hath  the  fweet  enchantrefs  taught 

"  The  accents  of  her  tongue ; 
"  Pour'd  on  thine  ear  her  lofty  thoiagh*-, 

*'  Celeftial  as  fhe  fung, 

"  Now  let  her  fee  thy  grateful  heart 

"  With  fond  ambition  burn, 
'*  Proud  if  tliou  can'ft,  at  leafl  in  part,. 

"  Her  benefits  return. 


i.on^^ 
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"  Long,  her  neglected  harp  unflrung, 
"  With  glooms  encircl'd  round ; 

•'  Long  o'er  its  filent  form  flie  hung, 
"  Nor  gave  her  foul  to  found. 

"  Rous'd  from  her  trance,  again  to  reign, 

"  And   rc-affert  her  fime, 
"  She  comes,  and  deigns   thy  humble  flrain 

"  The  herald  of  her  claim. 

"  Swells  not  thy  foul  with  noble  pride, 

"  This  honor  to  embrace, 
"  Which  partial  fates  for  thee  decide, 

"  With  fuch  diflinguifli'd  grace  ? — 

"  Coward  ! — from  the  bright  path  aflign'd, 

"  Thy  feet  had  turn'd  away, 
"  From  the  bright  pri/x  thine  eye  declin'd, 

"  Too  weak  for  Glory's  ray : 

"  Did  not  a  fteadicr  foul  exhort, 

"  A  Readier  counfel  guide, 
"  With  zeal  thy  timid  mind  fupport, 

"  And  its  vain  terrors  chide. 

"  I  know  the  Pair  by  Genius  lov'd, 

"  By  every  Mufc  infpir'd, 
"  Who  thy  unpradlis'd  drains  approv'd, 

"  And  thy  ambition  fir'd  ! 


"  To 
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"  To  them  the  Mufe  ^  of  ancient  days 

"  Avows  the  tribute  due  ; 
"  To  them  her  grateful  thanks  £he  pay&, 

"  And — coward  ! — not  to  you. 

"  What  fhould  flie  do  her  love  to  fhew  ?— 

"  From  all  her  ample  ftore, 
"  What  favours  can  her  hand  bellow 

"  That  were  not  theirs  before  ? 

"  Yes,  file  can  add  thofe  generous  joys, 

"  That  fympathy  of  hearts, 
"  Which  kindred  fentiment  employs, 

"  And  wortli  to  worth  imparts. 

*•  Go  then  to  thy  accomplifh'd  friends ; 

"  The  Mufe  commands  thee  go  ; 
"  Bear  them  the  grateful  gift  {he  fends, 

"  'Tis  all  flie  can  beflow. 

"  Bear  them  the  pride  of  ancient  days  ; 

"  Truth,  fcience,  virtue,  fame ; 
"  The  lover's  faith,  the  poet's  praife, 

"  The  patriotic  flame  ! 


U  u  •*  All 


''   The  mention  of  the  Mufe,  in  this  place,  may  nppear  rather  too  claflicaJ,  but  the 
ancient  Irifti  had  their  Mufe,  as  well  as  the  Greeks  and  Romans,  and  her  name  was 

6e-5ulj(t. 
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"  All  in  the  royal  Pair  confefs'd, 
"  Whofe  Tale  the  Bard  purfues  ; 

"  Like  them,  united,  grac'd  and  blefs*d 
"  By  Virtue,  and  the  Mnfe. 


THE 


ALE. 


JjOW'D  to  dark  Cobthach's  fierce  command, 

When  ftruggling  Erin  groan'd  j 
And,  crufli'd  beneath  his  bloody  hand. 

Her  Ilaughter'd  fons  bemoan'd  ; 

Of  all  whofe  honeft  pity  dar'd 

One  tear  humane  to  Ihed ; 
My  life  alone  the  favage  fpar'd. 

Nor  touch'd  the  facred  head. 

Protected  by  the  Mufe's  pow'r, 

And  the  Bard's  hallow'd  name, 
I  fcap'd  the  death-devoted  hour, 

The  hour  of  blood  and  fliame  ! 

U  u  2  When 
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When  Nature  pleaded,  Pity  wept, 
And  Confcience  cry'd  in  vain  ; 

When  all  the  powers  of  vengeance  flept 
Upon  a  monarch  llain. 

Shock'd  Hlflory,  from  the  dreadful  day, 

Recoil'd  with  horror  pale, 
And,  fhrinking  from  the  dire  difplay. 

Left  half  untold  the  tale  ! 

But  I,  fad  witnefs  of  the  fcene  ! 

Can  well  its  woes  attefl ; 
When  the  dark  blade,  with  murder  keen, 

Spar'd  not  a  brother's  breaft''. 

When  Nature,  prefcient  as  my  foul, 
With  earthquakes  rock'd  the  ground  ; 

Air  bade  its  deepefl  thunders  roll. 
And  lightnings  flafh'd  around ! 


While, 


''  Cobthach,  a  prince  of  an  envious  and  afpiring  temper,  repining  at  the  greatnefs 
of  his  brother,  Laoghaire  Lork,  then  monarcli  of  Ireland,  determined  to  wade 
through  murder  to  the  tlirone.  To  effetl  this  purpofe,  he  pretended  illnefs,  and  was 
conflantly  and  affectionately  vifltcd  by  his  unfufpeifting  brother ;  but  finding  that  he 
ftill  came  attended,  and,  therefore,  gave  no  opportunity  for  the  meditated  blow,  he 
requefted  a  private  interview  with  him  ;  it  was  granted,  and  tlie  following  day  ap- 
pointed for  the  purpofe ;  Laoghaire  came,  but  found  his  brother  apparently  dead  ; 
and  bending  over  him,  in  tl^e  bitternefs  of  his  forrow,  was  flabbed,  by  the  perfidious 
and  ungrateful  Cobthacli,  to  tlie  heart.     See  KEATitiC,  Wj^rner,   &c. 
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While,  on  each  blafting  beam,  ^^  forms, 
(The  fons  of  death)  were  rear'd ; 

And,  louder  than  the  mingling  ftorms, 
The  fhrieks  of  ghofls  were  heard ! 

Till,  Oh !  dark,  chearlefs,  flow  and  late. 

The  burden'd  morn  arofe  ; 
When  forth,  to  meet  impending  fate, 

Alone  the  monarch  goes. 

In  vain  fome  guard  do  I  conjure  ; 

No  heed  will  he  beftow  ; 
I  follow  to  the  fatal  door, — 

I  hear  the  deadly  blow  ! — 

Hold,  villain,  hold ! — but  fhort'ning  breath 

Arrefts  my  feeble  cries  ; 
And  feals  awhile,  in  tranfient  death. 

My  light-detefting  eyes. 

Yet  foon,  to  further  horrors  doom'd, 

I  rais'd  my  uckening  head  ; 
And  Life  her  languid  pow'rs   refum'd, — 

To  fee  Life's  comfort  fled. 

The  groans  of  Death  around  me  rife, 

Scarce  yet  difl:in(5lly  heard  ! 
While  Fate,  to  my  unclofing  eyes, 

In  bloody  pomp  appear'd  ! — 


As 
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As  when  the  Spirit  of  the  Deep 
His  dreadful  courfe  maintains  ; 

While  his  loos'd  winds  o'er  Ocean  fweep, 
And  gloomy  horror  reigns ! 

Satiate  with  groans,  and  fierce  with  blood, 

The  dark  malignant  power 
Rides,  in  grim  triumph,  o'er  the  flood. 

And  rules  the  deathful  hour  ! 

So  the  dire  Cobthach,  drunk  with  gore, 

And  glorying  to  deftroy  ; 
Aloft  vidlorious  horrors  bore, 

And  fmil'd  with  hideous  joy. 

Clofe  by  the  murder'd  Monarch's  fide. 
The  earth  brave  OUioll '-'  prefs'd  ; 

A  dagger,  bath'd  in  life's  warm  tide, 
Yet  quivering  in  his  breaft. 

Clafp'd  round  the  dying  Prince's  neck. 

His  little  Maun  ^  lay  ; 
While  ihe  third  dagger  rofe  to  flrike 

Its  unrefifting  prey. 


Rous'd 


■^  Ollioll   Aine,  fon  to   Lr.oghaire   Lore,  who   was   thus  murdered   by  liis  brother 
Cobthnch. 

<>  Maon,  fon  to  Ollioll  Aine. 
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Rous'd  at  that  fight ;  to  madnefs  flung, 

I  rufh'd  amid  the  foe  ; 
And,  o'er  the  trembling  viftim  flung, 

I  met  the  deftin'd  blow. 

O  happy  wound  !  clofe  to  my  breaft, 
(Tho'  dreaming  from  the  knife) 

My  precious  charge,  thus  fav'd,  I  prefs'd, 
And  guarded  him  with  life. 

Shock'd  at  the  facrilegious  ftroke. 

The  arm  of  death  recoil'd ; 
While  from  the  croud  the  pafllons  broke 

That  in  their  bofoms  boil'd. 

The  royal  blood,  that  round  them  ftream'd, 
They  could  with  calmnefs  view ; 

But,  for  the  Bard,  their  frenzy  deem'd 
The  fierceft  vengeance  due  ! 

A  thoufand  fwords  to  guard  me  rofe. 

Amid  the  conflidl's  roar  ; 
While  fafe,  from  his  furrounding  foes. 

My  trembling  charge  I  bore. 

Long  while  he  feem'd,  with  life  alone, 

To  fcape  that  fatal  day; 
For  Reafon,  from  his  littk  throne,  ' 

In  terror  fled  away. 


While 
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While  thus  bereft  of  fenfe  he  grew, 

No  fears  the  court  invade, 
And  fafe  in  the  Ufurper's  view. 

The  beauteous  maniac  play'd. 

Reafon,  at  length,  a  fecond  dawn, 

With  cheering  luftre,  flied  ; 
And,  from  the  Tyrant's  pow'r  withdrawn, 

To  Munfler's  King  we  fled. 

There,  long  conceal'd  from  every  foe. 

Beneath  the  royal  care, 
I  faw  my  lovely  fcion  grow. 

And  Ihoot  its  branch  in  air. 

Oh,  while  I  view'd  his  blooming  face. 
And  watch'd  his  opening  mind  ; 

While,  in  a  form  of  matchlefs  grace» 
I  faw  each  virtue  flirin'd  ; 

With  more  than  a  parental  pride. 
My  throbbing  heart  o'erflow'd  ; 

And  each  fond  thought,  to  hope  ally'd, 
With  fweet  predidion  glow'd  ! 

One  daughter,  bright  in  beauty's  dawn, 

The  royal  cares  beguil'd  ; 
All  fportive  as  the  gladfome  fawn. 

And  as  the  moon-beam  mild. 


Like 
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Like  the  firll  infants  of  die  ipring, 

Sweet  opening  to  the  view  ; 
Fann'd  by  the  breeze's  tender  wing, 

And  frefli  with  morning  dew. 

8uch  were  fair  Moriat's  growing  charms, 

So  bright  her  dawning  fky  ; 
And  beauty,  young,  with  early  harms, 

Was  cradled  in  her  eye. 

By  ties  of  fweet  attradlion  drawn, 

And  palr'd  by  infant  love. 
Oft,  lightly  fporting  o'er  the  lawn. 

The  royal  children  rove  ; 

Together  chafe  the  gilded  fly, 

Or  pluck  the  blooming  flower  ; 
Or  boughs,  with  bufy  hands,  fupply, 

To  weave  the  little  bower. 

But  now,  as  years  and  ftature  grow, 

Maturer  fports  arife  ; 
Now  Maon  bends  the  ftrongeft  bow, 

And  Moriat  gives  the  prize. 

Light  dance  the  happy  hours  along, 

To  love's  enchanting  lay  ; 
And  pleafure  tunes  ^  fweeteft  fong  ! 

And  every  fcene  is  gay. 

X  s  But 
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But  foon  each  beiuiteous  vilion  flies 

That  blifsful  fancy  forms  ; 
As  the  foft  fmile  of  azure  Ikics 

Is  chac'd  by   chiding  ftorms. 

Again  fate  lours,  and  dangers  frown — 

The  bloody  Cobthach  hears — 
Once  more  the  dagger  threats  to  drown 

In  Maon's  blood  his  fears. 

And  inufl  we  fly  ? — mufl  Maon's  heart 

Its  Moriat  then  forego  ? — 
Mufl  he  with  every  comfort  part, 

To  Ihun  his  cruel  foe  ?— *■ 

He  miifl ;  there  are  no  other  means 

Of  life  or  fafety  nigh ; 
Our  only  hope  on  Gallia  leans, 

And  thither  mufl:  he  fly. 

What  tears  ! — what  anguifli ! — what  defpair  ! — 

At  length  he  bade  adieu  ; 
Ah  when  agam  his  faithful  fair, — 

His  native  land  to  view  ?— 

"  Yes,  foon  again  !   (he  proudly  cries  ;) 

"  In  vengeance  too  array'd  ! 
"  On  this  right  arm  my  hope  relies, 

«  And  GaUia's  friendly  aid." 

But 


(    339    ) 

But  Maon  knew  not  yet,  how  near, 

How  tenderly  ally'd, 
To  his  own  blood  ;— how  very  dear 

The  vidims  that  had  dy'd. 

Firft,  his  weak  health,  and  tender  years, 

Bade  the  dire  truth  conceal, 
Which  after,  (though  from  different  fears,) 

We  did  not  dare  reveal. 

For  when,  as  ftrength  and  knowledge  grew, 

He  heard  the  tale  unfold ; 
But  half  its  horrors  giv'n  to  view, 

And  half  his  wrongs  untold  : 

When,  but  as  kindred  to  his  fire, 

The  Monarch's  death  he  heard ; 
Then,  in  his  foul's  quick  mounting  fire, 

His  royal  race  appear'd. 

Indignant  paffions  fill'd  his  eye. 

And  from  his  accents  broke  ; 
While  the  pale  hp,  and  burfting  figh, 

His  burden'd  foul  befpoke. 

In  vain,  his  fury  to  affuage, 

I  every  art  beftow'd  ; 
Still,  with  the  rafli  refolves  of  rage, 

His  reillefs  bofom  glow'd. 

XX2  I^ 
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In  fucli  a  caxife,  his  arm  alone 

Of  ample  force   he  deems  ; 
And,  to  pluck  murder  from  its  throne, 

A  flight  adventure  feems. 

His  youth,  his  raflinefs  I  bewail'd, — 

I  trembled  to  behold ; 
And  fear,  and  pitying  love  prevail'd 

To  leave  dire  truths  untold. 

To  Gallia  now  fate  call'd— ftill,  flill 
His  birth  we  dar'd  not  fhew ; 

We  dreaded  left  feme  fatal  ill 

Should  from  the  knowledge  flow. 

Youth's  headlong  paflions  mov'd  our  fears 

The  fecret  to   fecure. 
Till  pradlis'd  thought,  and  manlier  years, 

His  mind  and  arm  mature. 

When,  from  his  weeping  Moriat  torn. 

He  bade   the   laft  adieu ; 
When  from  her  fight — her  palace  borne. 

He  ceas'd  its  walls  to  view  ; 

Then  frefli  diftracftions  fill'd  his  breaft. 

The  fears  of  anxious  love ; 
Ah  ! — by  fome  happier  youth  addreft, — 

Should  Moriat  faithlefs  prove ! 


He 
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He  ilopp'd — his  frame  with  anguifli  fliook ; 

With  groans  his  bofom  rofe ; 
The  wildnefs  of  his  air  and  look 

My  foul  witii  terror  froze. 

"  Dear  guardian  of  my  orphan  ftate  ! 

(At  length  he  faultering  cry'd,) 
"  Thee  too — thee  too  his  cruel  fate 

"  From  Maon  mufh  divide  ! 

"  To  tend  thy  lorelicr  pupil's  youth, 

"  Do  thou  behind  rema'n  ; 
"  Remind  her  of  her  Maon's  truth, 

"  His  confhancy,  his  pain. 

"  Thou  who  haft  fonn'd  my  Moriat's  heart, 

"  With  fweet  and  happy  fkill ; 
"  Obedient  to  thy  gentle  arc, 

"  And  fafliion'd  to  thy  will ; 

"  O  ftill  that  heart,  thofe  wifhes  guide 
"  Beneath  foft  Love's  controul ; 

"  Whate'er  in  abfence  m'ay  betide, 
"  To  fhake  me  from  her  foul. 

"  Should  ever,  from  that  beauteous  breaft, 

"  Its  fond  impreflion  ftray ; 
"  Should  aught  e'er  chafe  the  tender  guelt, 

"  With  thoughtlefs  mirth  away ; 
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(     442     ) 

"  Then  let  thy  fwect  and  melting  hand 
"  On  the  foft  harp  complain, 

"  More  fkilful  than  the  magic  wand, 
"  Awake  the  powerful  ftrain. 

"  To  call,  like  fpirits  from  their  fphere, 
*'  Each  trembling  paiTion  round, 

"  Its  fpellful  potency  to  hear, 
"  And  figh  to  ev'ry  fomad  ! 

"  The  mournful  fweetnefs  foon  will  bring 

"  To  mind  her  Maon's  woe  ; 
"  And  mem'ry,  o'er  the  tender  firing, 

*'  In  fiiithful  tears  will  flow. 

"  Alas,  thine  eye  rejeds  my  prayer ! 

*'  O  yet,  let  pity  fway ! 
"  Or  fee  vain  life  no  more  my  care, 

"  Or  now  confent  to  Hay !" 

Diflradled, — fliock'd  at  his  command  ; 

In  vain  all  arts  I  try'd. 
His  cruel  purpofe  to  withlland, 

And  with  him  Hill  abide  ; 

In  vain  all  arguments  addreft, 

In  vain  did  I  implore  ; 
He  wept — he  ftrain'd  me  to  his  breaft, — 

But  left  me  on  the  fliore. 


Sad, 
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Sad,  devious,  carelefs  of  their  courfe, 

My  lonely  fteps  return'd, 
While  forrow  drain"d  its  weeping  fource, 

And  age's  anguifli  mourn'd. 

Bereft  of  him  for  whom  alone 

Life  deign'd  to  keep  a  care, 
For  him  I  heav'd  the  ceafelcfs  groan, 

And  breath'd  the  ceafclefs  pray'r. 

I  only  liv'd  at  his    requeft. 

His  bidding  to  obey ; 
And  chear  his  Moriat's  faitliful  bread, 

To  wafting  grief  a  prey. 

From  her  fair  eye  to  wipe  the  tear, 
Her  guardian  and  her  guide  : 

Dear  to  my  heart !  but  doubly  dear. 
As  Miion's  deftin'd  bride. 

O,  abfence  !  tedious  thy  delay, 

And  fad  thy  hours  appear ; 
While  numbering  fighs  recount  each  day 

That  fills  die  long,  long  year. 

Yet  not  devoid  of  hope  we  griev'd, 

For  oft  glad  tidings  came  ; 
Oft  our  reviving  fouls  receiv'd 

The  news  of  Miion's  fame. 


The 
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The  prince  of  Gallia's  fertile  land, 

To  Erin's  throne  ally'd, 
Orac'd  his  young  kinfman  with  command, 

And  plac'd  him  near  his  fide. 

Together  o'er  the  martial  field 

They  chafe  the   routed  foe ; 
Together  war's  fierce  terrors  wield, 

And  ftrike  the  gloi-ious  blow  ! 

At  length,  to  him  the  fole  command 

Of  Gallia's  armies  fell. 
For  now,  his  train'd  and  valiant  hand 

Well  knew  her  foes  to   quell. 

The  terror  of  the  Gallic  arms 

To  eaft, — to  weft  he  fpread. 
And,  fafe  return'd  from  fierce  alarms, 

His  conquering  powers  he  led. 

All  tongvies  his  prowefs  now  attefl ; 

Exulting  Moriat  hears ; 
Tlie  founds  bring  rapture  to  her  breaft, 

And  mufick  to  her  ears. 

"  Now,  now,  (flie  cry'd)  what  hinders  now 

"  The  work  his  virtue  plan'd  ? 
"  What  hinders  to  perform  his  vow, 

"  And  free  his  captive  land  ?" 


Ah 
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**  Ah  Moriat !  bright  in  every  charm 

"  That  Nature's  power  could  give  ! 
"  Ah,  hade  thy  tender  breaft  to  arm, 

"  Hear  the  dire  news — and  Uve  ! 

"  Prepare  thy  Maon  to  difown  ; 

"  Thy  thoughts  from  love  divide  ; 
*'  The  daughter  of  the  Gallic  throne 

"  Is  deftin'd  for  his  bride." 

Ah  founds  of  death  ! — flie  faints,  flie  falls  ! 

Down  finks  the  beauteous  head. — 
At  length  our  care  to  life  recalls. 

But  peace,  alas  !  is  fled. 

"  Where  now  is  Virtue  ? — where  is  Love  ? 

"  O  Faith !    O  Pity !— where  ? 
"  Can  Maon  cruel, — perjur'd  prove, 

"  And  falfe  as  fondly  fwear  ? 

"  Ah  no,  ah  no  i — it  cannot  be  !— 

"  Too  well  that  heart  I  know  ! — 
*'  Alas  ! — now,  now  the  caufe  I  fee 

"  Whence  all  my  forrows  flow ! 

"  Fly,  fly  Craftine  ! — to  thy  Lord 

"  My  foul's  entreaty  bear  ! 
"  And  O  !   may  Heaven  calm  feas  afford, 
"  And  fwifteft  winds  prepare ! 
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"  Tell  him,  it  is  my  true  requeft, 

"  It  is  my  firm  command, 
"  That  Love,  a  fond  imprudent  gueft, 

"  No  more  reftrain  his  hand. 

"   Tell  lijm,  he  freely  may  efpoufe 

"  My  happy  rival's  charms  ; 
"  Tell  him,  I  give  him  back  liis  vows, 

"  I  yield  him  to  her  arms. 

"  So  may  the  ftrength  o£  Gallia's  throne 

"  Attend  a  filial  prayer, 
"  And  force  our  tyrant  to  atone 

"  For  all  the  wrongs  we  bear.. 

"  Alas  !  I  fear  it  will  not  be  ! — 

"  Too  faithful  is  his  heart ! 
"  From  vows  fo  dear,^^from  Love  and  me 

"  Fie  never  will  depart. 

"  Even  now,  perhaps,  his  foftening  foul 

"  The  fond  ideas  move, 
"  And  yield  it  to  the  fwcct  controul 

"  Of — ah,  too  mighty  Love  ! 

"  Friends,  kindred,  cou.ntr}-,  honor,  fame, 

"  And  vengeance  are  forgot ; 
"  And,  wltli  a  fond,  ill-omen'd  flame, 

"  Fiis  fighing  foul  is  fravight. 
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*'  O  hade  thee  then,  ere  yet  too  late, 

"  To  fliield  thy  pvipil's  fame  ; 
"  To  fnatch  it  from  impending  fate, 

"  And  from  impending  fhame  ! 

"  Tell  him  his  country  claims  him  now. — . 

"  To  her  his  heart  he  owes  ; 
"  And  fhall  a  love-breath'd  wifli,  or  a^ow, 

"  That  glorious  claim  oppofe  ? — 

"  Tell  him  to  adl  the  patriot  part 

"  That  Erin's  woes  demand  ; 
"  Tell  him,  would  he  fecure  my  heart, 

"  He  muft  refign  my  hand. — 

"  Hafte,  hafte  thee  hence  ! — tell  him — yet  flay  !  — 

"  O  Heaven  !  my  heart  infpire  ! 
"  O  what — what  further  fliall  I  fay, 

"  His  foul  with  fame  to  fire  ? — 

"  Soft — foft — 'tis  mine  ! — O  happy  hour  ! 

"  It  cannot  fail  to  move  ! 
"  O  blefl  be  Erin's  guardian  pow'r  ! 

"  And  bleft  be  patriot  love  !" 

While  thus  die  fweet  Enthuliafl  fpeaks, 

She  feems  o'er  earth  to  rife ; 
Sublime  emotions  flufli  her  cheeks. 

And  fill  her  radiant  eyes  ! 
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In  her  foft  hand  the  ftyle  flie  takes  % 

And  the  beech  tablet  holds  ; 
And  there  the  foul  of  glory  wakes, 

And  all  her  heart  unfolds. 

"  'Tis  done  ! — now  hafle  thee  hence,  (flie  cry'd) 

"  With  this  to  Gallia  fly  ; — 
"  And  O  !    let  all  thy  power  be  try'd, 

"  To  gain  hina  to  comply  ! 

"  O  fire  his  foul  with  glory's  flame  ! 

"  O  fend  me  from  his  heart ! 
"  Before  his  covmtry,  and  his  fame, 

"  Let  blufhing  love  depart ! — 

"  For  me, — on  duty  I  rely, 

"  My  firm  fupport  to  prove  ; 
"  And  Erin  fhall  the  room  fupply 

"  Of  Maon  and  of  love." 

"  Bleft  be  thy  foul  !  O  peerlefs  maid  ! 

"  Bright  fun  of  virtu£'s  heaven! 
"  For  O  !  to  thee,  her  light,  her  aid, 

"  And  all  her  powers  arc  given  !" 


I  went ; 


'  •'  Before  the  ufe  of  paper  or  parchment,  the  matter  on  M'hich  the  Irifli  wrote 
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"  as  well  as  becaufe  they  were  the  names  of  trees ;  and  this  was  the  pradtice  of  other 
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I  went : — I  bounded  o'er  the  wave, 

To  Gallia's  verdant  fhore  ; 
The  winds  a  fwift  conveyance  gave, 

And  foon  to  harbour  bore. 

And  foon,  at  Gallia's  fplendid  court, 

I  lowly  bent  the  knee, 
While  fondeft  hopes  my  heart  tranfport, 

Again  my  Prince  to  fee. 

My  hopes  were  juft. — Sublime  he  came, 

Array'd  in  glory's  charms  ! 
I  panted  to  vinfold  my  name,— 

To  rufh  into  his  arms  ! — 

It  mufl  not  be  ; — a  clofe  difguife 
My  face  and  form  conceals  ; 

No  token,  to  my  Maon's  eyes. 
As  yet,  his  Bard  reveals. 

Patient,  as  Moriat  bade,  I  wait, 

Collecting  all  my  power, 
'Till,  to  the  bufy  forms  of  ftate. 

Succeeds  the  feftive  hour. 

The  feaft  is  o'er : — the  light'ned  board 
With  fparkling  fliells  is  crown'd  ; 

And  numbers  next  their  aid  afford. 
And  give  new  foul  to  found. 


Then, 
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Then,  then  my  harp  I  trembling  take, 

And  touch  its  lofty  firing, 
While  Moriat's  lines  its  powers  awake, 

And,  as  flie  bade  I  ling. 


Miion  !  bright  and  deathlefs  name  ! 
Heir  of  Glory  ! — fon  of  fame  ! 
Hear,  O  hear  the  Mufe's  drain  ! 
Hear  the  mourning  Bard  complain  ! — 
Hear  him,  while  his  anguifla  flows 
O'er  thy  bleeding  country's  woes. 
Hear,  by  him,  her  Genius  fpeak ! 
Hear  her,  aid  and  pity  feek  ! 

"  Maon,  (flie  cries)  behold  my  ruin'd  land  ! 

"  The  proflrate  wall, — the  blood-ftain'd  field  :— 
"  Behold  my  flaughter'd  fons,  and  captive  fires, 
"  Thy  vengeance  imprecate,  thy  aid  demand  ! 
"  (From  reeking  fwords  and  raging  fires 

"  No  arm  but  thine  to  fhield.) 
"  Come  fee  what  yet  remains  to  tell 
"  Of  horrors  that  befell ! 
"  Come  fee  where  death,  in  bloody  pomp  array'd, 
"  Triumph'd  o'er  thy  flaughter'd  race  ! 
"  Where  murder  fhew'd  his  daring  face, 
"  And  fliook  his  deadly  blade. 

«  Hark! 
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"  Hark  ! — hark  ! — tliat  deep-drawn  figh  ! — 
"  Hark  ! — from  the  tomb  my  ilaughter'd  Princes  cry  ! 
"  Still  Attention  !  hold  thy  breath  ! — 
"  Liften  to  the  words  of  death  ! — 
"  Start  not  Maon ! — arm  thy  breafl ! 
"  Hear  thy  royal  birtli  confeft. 
"  Hear  the  fhade  of  Laoghaire  tell 
"  All  the  woes  his  houfe  befell." 

"  Son  of  my  fon  !   (he  cries,)  O  Maon  !  hear  ! — 

"  Yes,  yes, — ovir  child  thou  art! 
"  Well  may  the  unexpe6led  tale 

"  Thus  turn  thy  beauty   pale  ! 
"  Yet  chear,  my  fon,  thy  fainting  heart, 

*'  And  filent,  give  thine  ear. 

"  Son  of  Ollioll's  love  art  thou, 

"  Offspring  of  his  early  vow. 
"  One  dreadful  morn  our  fall  beheld, 
"  One  dagger  drank  our  kindred  blood ; 
"  One  mingling  tide  the  flaughter  fwell'd, 
"  And  murder  bath'd  amid  the  royal  flood. 

"  Again, — again  they  rife  to  fight ! — 

"  The  horrors  of  that  fatal  day  ! — 
"  Encircling  peril !  wild  affright ! 

"  Groans  of  death,  and  deep  difmay  ! 


See 
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See  Erin's  dying  Princes  prefs  the  ground ! 

"  See  gafping  patriots  bleed  arovind  ! 

"  See  thy  grandfire's  clofing  'eye  ! 

'*  Hear  his  laft  expiring  figh  ! 

"  Hear  thy  murder'd  fire,  in  death, 

"  Blefs  thee  with  his  lateft  breath  ! — 

"  Tears  ! — (hall  tears  for  blood  be  paid  ? — 
"  Vengeance  hopes  for  manly  aid  ! 
•'  There — to  yon  tomb  diredl  thine  eyes ! — 
"  See  the  fliade  of  Ollioll  rife  ! 
"  Hark  ! — he  groans  ! — his  airy  fide 
"  Still  fliews  the  wound  of  death  ! 
Still,  from  his  bofom,  flows  the  crimfon  tide, 
As  when  he  firft  refign'd  his  guiltlefs  breath  ! 

"  Maon  !   (he  cries,)  O  hear  thy  fire  ! 
See,  from  the  tomb,  his  mangled  form  arife  I 
"  Vengeance  ! — vengeance  to  infpire, 
"  It  meets  thine  aching  eyes  ! 

"  Speak  I  to  an  infant's  ears, 

"  With  ftiuddering  blood  and  flowing  tears  ? — 

"  Roufe  thee  ! — roufe  thy  daring  foul ! 

"  Start  at  once  for  glory's  goal ! 
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"  Rufli  on  Murder's  bloocl-ftain'd  throne  I 

"  Tear  from  his  brow  my  crown  ! 
"  Pluck,  pluck  the  fierce  barbarian  down ! 
"  And  be  triumphant  vengeance  all  thy  own  !" 

Ha ! — I  behold  thy  fparkling  eyes  ! 
Erin  ! — 'tis  done  ! — thy  Tyrant  dies  ? 
Thy  Maion  comes  to  free  his  groaning  land  I 
To  do  the  work  his  early  virtue  plann'd. 
He  comes,  the  heir  of  Laoghaire's  fplendid  crown  ! 
He  comes,  the  heir  of  Ollioll's  bi'ight  renown  ! 

He  comes,  the  arm  of  Gallia's  hoft ; 

Valour's  fierce  and  lovely  boafl ! 

GaUia's  grateful  debt  is  paid ; 

See,  fhe  gives  her  generous  aid  ! 

Her  warriors  round  their  hero  prefs  j 
They  rufli,  his  wrongs,  his  country  to  redrefs. 

But,  ah  !  what  ftar  of  beauty's  fky 
Beams  wonder  on  my  dazzled  eye  ? 
What  form  of  light  is  here  ? 
And  wherefore  falls  that  foftly  trembling  tear  ? — 
Fair  vifion  !  do  thy  forrows  flow, 
To  balm  a  ftranger's  woe  ! — 


Thofe 
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Thofe  dear  drops  that  Pity  brings, 
How  bright,  how  beauteous  they  appear  I 
The  radiance  of  each  tender  tear 
Might  gem  the  diadems  of  kings  ! 

Ah,  'tis  GalUa's  royal  fair  ! — 
Her  fole  and  lovely  heir!  — 
O  Nature  !  fee  thy  power  confcR ! 
See  that  dear,  that  beauteous  breaft 
Beat  with  thy  myftic  throb  ! 
Hear  the  big  fob 
Heave  the  foft  heart,  and  fliakc  the  tender  frame  1 
O  bright  abode  of  Pity's  power ! 
Sweet  altar  of  her  trembling  flame ! 
Well  (faireft !)  in  this  fateful  hour, 
Well  may  thy  tears  thy  kindred  race  proclaim  ! 
Well  may'ft  thou  weep  for  Erin's  woes. 
Since,  in  thy  veins,  the  blood  of  Laoghaire  flows  ! 

Monarch  of  the  Gallic  throne. 
Lift  to  my  voice  ! — 
An  union  that  might  make  the  world  thy  own, 
Now  courts  thy  choice. 

See  the  bright  daughter  of  thy  love  ! 
Yet  unmatcd  is  thy  dove. 
Can  that  foft  hand  a  fcepter  wield  ? — 
Can  that  fair  breaft  a  nation  fliicld  ? — 


No, 


(    3SS     ) 

No, — but  -u-itli  our  prince  ally'd, 

Erin's  lov'd  and  lovely  bride, 
Then,  our  joint  empire,  how  might  it  extend ! 
And  wide  our  glittering  fiandards  be  unfurl'd  ! 
To  our  united  power  the  earth  might  bend, 
And  our  high  fceptre,  then,  fliould  Iway  a  world  ! 


Thus,  delegated,  while  I  fpoke, 

My  mandate  to  obey  ; 
Swift  on  my  words  the  Princefs  broke, 

And  rapt  my  powers  away. 

"  Never  will  I  confent  (fhe  cry'd'i 

"  To  wear  thy  country's  crown  ; 
"  Nor  ever  be  thy  Maon's  bride, 

"  Tho'  fplendid  his  renown  ! 

''  Yet  think  not,  Bard,  my  fenfelefs  breafl 

"  Quite  dead  to  Glory's  flame  ; 
'•  Think  not  I  flight  a  Prince,  confefl; 

"  The  favourite  fon  of  fame. 

"  Once,  Bard, — I  do  not  blufli  to  own, 

"  The'  Gallia's  royal  heir, 
"  I  would  have  given  the  world's  higJi  throne, 

"  A  Cot  with  him  to  fhare. 

Z  z  2  "  But 
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"  But,  •when  I  heard  the  tender  tales 

"  His  gentle  accents  told  ; 
"  How  fvveet  a  rofc  the  royal  vales 

"  Of  Feannorka  '  hold  ; 

"  I  flirunk  from  the  ungenerous  thought 
"  That  might  their  loves  deftroy  ; 

"  And,  in  his  dearer  peace,  I  fought 
"  To  find  refleifled  joy. 

"  Nor  nowr  covild  world's  my  heart  perfuade 

"  To  be  thy  Maon's  bride, 
"  Or,  from  his  bleft  Momonian  maid, 

"  His  faithful  vows  divide. 

"  But  who  art  thou,  whofe  wiflies  tower 
"  Wide  empire,  thus,  to  wield ; 

"  Who,  to  Ambition's  haughty  power, 
"  Would  Love  a  vidlim  yield  ?" — 

"  O  maid  of  Heaven  !" — I  could  no  more, 

For  tears  my  words  arreft  j 
And  joy  the  garb  of  forrow  wore. 

Big  heaving  in  my  breaft. 

With  rapture  mute,  the  clofe  difguife 
Quick  from  my  lim.bs  I  threw  j 


In  the  weft  of  Munfter. 


And 


(    357    ) 

And  ftraight,  to  Maon's  wondering  eyes, 
Craftine  flood  to  view. 

Forward,  with  lightning's  fpeed,  he  fprung, 

And  caught  me  to  his  heart ; 
While  eager  round  my  neck  he  clung. 

As  if  no  more  to  part. 

Then  fudden,  flarting  from  my  breaft, 

His  eye  my  form  furvey'd  ; 
Its  fearching  beams  his  doubts  expreft. 

And  ftruggling  foul  difplay'd. 

"  And  is  it  then  Craftine  fpeaks  ? 

(At  length  he  fault'ring  cry'd,) 
"  Is  it  that  honour'd  fage  who  feeks 

*'  His  pupil  to  mifguide  ? 

"  Can  then  Craftine  bid  me  fly 
"  From  Virtue's  firm  conti'oul  ; 

"  And  bid  the  breath  of  fame  fupply 
"  Her  empire  in  my  foul ! 

"  Does  the  fage  guide  of  Maon's  youth 
"  Now  teach  the  traitor's  art ; — 

*'  Teach,  with  the  fmiles  of  feeming  truth, 
"  To  veil  a  venal  heart  ? 


One 
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"  One  lovely  maid  of  heavenly  charms, 
"  Bcthroth'd,  and  won,  to  leave  ; 

"  And,  wedded  to  another's  arms, 
"  Her  generous  foul  deceive  ! 

"  A  double   traitor  fliall  I  prove, 

"  And  flain  with  guilt  my  name  ! — ■ 

"  Loft  both  to  honour,  and  to  love, 
"  To  virtue,  and  to  Ihame  !  — 

"  No,  royal  Aide,  form'd  to  blefs  ! 

"  Thou  would'ft  difdain  the  art ; 
"  And  charms  like  thine  fhould  fure  pofleis 

"  An  undivided  heart. 

"  Sweet  maid !  with  each  endowment  bleft 
"  That  favom-ing  Heaven  could  give, 

"  O  !   ever,  in  my  grateful  breaft, 
"  Shall  thy  dear  image  live  ! 

"  But  further,  by  a  form  fo  bright, 
"  Had  my  fond  foul  been  won  ; 

*'  Won  by  thy  charms,  thou  lovely  light 
"  Of  Virtue's  facred  fun  ! 

"  To  thee  had  changing  paflion  ftray'd 
"  From  vows  of  earlier  youth  ; 

"  Thy  bright  example,  glorious  maid ! 
"  Had  Iham'd  mc  into  truth. 


"  Yet 
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"  Yet  think  me  not,  tho'  true  to  love, 

"  So  dead  to  virtuous  fame, 
"  To  prize  a  felfifh  joy  above 

"  The  patriot's  hallow'd  flame. 

"  O  Erin  !  that  I  hold  thee  dear, 

"  This  arm  fliall  foon  attefl ; 
"  For  novsr  revenge — revenge  draws  near, 

"  In  death  and  terrors  dreft ! 

"  And,  O  rever'd  and  royal  fliades  ! 

"  Ye  dwellers  of  my  foul ! 
"  Whofe  memory  this  fad  heart  pervades, 

"  With  limitlefs  controul ! 

"  Bend  from  your  clouds  each  radiant  face, 
"  While,  firm  as  fate's  decrees, 

"  I  fwear,   the  manes  of  my  race, 
"  With  vengeance  to  appeafe  ! 

"  But  Moriat ! — never  from  my  breafl 

"  Shall  thy  mild  virtues  part  F 
"  There  ever  flialt  thou  reign,  confeft 

"  The  fov'reign  of  my  heart ! 

"  Say  Bard,  who  thus  thy  foul  has  fway'd  I 
"  Who  could  thy  fenfe  mifguide, 

"  To  bid  me  leave  my  lovely  maid, 
"  And  feek  another  bride  ?" 


No 
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"  No  art,  O  Maon,  fvvay'd  my  bread, 

"  But  Power  the  mandate  gave; 
"  Deny'd  my  age  its  needful  reft, 

"  And  fpcd  me  o'er  the  wave." 

"  What  haughty  power  could  thus  aflume 

"  An  empire  o'er  my  foul  ? — 
"  O'er  Love  and  Virtue  thus  prefume 

"  To  arrogate  controul  ?" 

"  A  power,  to  whom  thy  humble  vow 

"  E'er  long  fliall  be  addreft  ; 
"  A  power  to  whom  thy  foul  fliall  bow, 

"  And  floop  its  lofty  creft." 

"  Ha  !   tell  me  then, — who,  who  fhall  dare 

"  To  dictate  to  my  heart  ? 
"  To  bid  it  from  its  wifh  forbear, 

"  And  froin  its  love  depart  ?" — 

"  Earneft,  O  Prince  !  was  my  command, 

"  And  urgent  was  my  fpeed ; 
"  A  mandate  from  thy  Moriat's  hand 

"  This  fruitlefs  voyage  decreed." 

"  Moriat ! — away — it  cannot  be  ! 

"  Shame  on  thy  cruel  art ! — 
"  Hence,  hence  away,  while  yet  thou'rt  free, 

"  And  with  thy  tale  depart." 

"  Unjuftly, 
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"  Unjuflly,  Prince,  am  I  dirgrac'd, 

"  And  guiltlefs  do  I  (land  ; 
"  Behold  the  charaders  {he  trac'd  ; 

"  Behold  her  well  known  hand." 

"  Ha  ! — blindnefs  to  my  tortur'd  fight ! 

"  O  hope  !  behold  thy  grave  ! — 
"  O  death  to  every  fond  delight 

"  That  Love  to  promife  gave  ! 

"  Say,  Bard,  while  fenfe  yet  lives  to  hear, 

"  Whence  came  this  cruel  change  ? 
"  O  what,  from  vows  fo  fond,  fo  dear, 

"  Could  fuch  a  foul  eftrange  ? 

'*  What  happy  rival,  in  her  heart, 

"  Now  holds  her  Maon's  place, 
"  Who  thus,  with  fuch  fuccefsful  art, 

"  His  image  could  efface  ? 

"  Miflaken  Prince !  no  fecond  flame 

*'  Thy  Moriat's  heart  can  prove ; 
"  And  it  is  only  Maon's  fame 

"  Can  rival  Maon's  love. 

"  O  hafte,  (fhe  cry'd)  hafte,  to  thy  Lord, 

"  My  foul's   entreaty  bear  ! 
"  And  O  may  Heaven  calm  feas  afford, 

"  And  fwifteft  winds  prepare ! 

3  A  "  Tell 
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"  Tell  him  his  coxintry  claims  him  now, 

"  To  her  his  heart  he  owes  ; 
"  And  fhall  a  love-breatli'd  wifli  or  vow 

"  That  glorious  claim  oppofe  ? 

"  Tell  him  to  a6l  the  patriot  part 

"  That  Erin's  woes  demand ; 
"  Tell  him,  would  he  fecure  my  heart, 

"  He  mufl  refign  my  hand. 

"  For  me,  on  duty  I  rely 

"  My  firm  fuppoft  Co  prove, 
"  And  Erin  fhall  the  room  fupply 

*'  Of  Miion  and  of  Love. 

"  Tell  him  he  freely  may  efpouile 

"  My  happy  rival's  charms ; 
"  Tell  him  I  give  him  back  his  vows, 

"  I  yield  him  to  her  arms. 

"  So  may  the  ftrength  of  Gallia's  tlirone, 

"  Attend  a  filial  prayer, 
"  And  force  one  tyrant  to  atone 

"  For  all  the  wrongs  we  bear." 

"  Now  Prince, — now  judge  thy  Moriat's  heart ; 

"  Now  blame  her  dear  command ; 
"  Now,  if  thou  wilt,  condemn  the  part 

"  FIcr  patriot  virtue  plan'd!" 

With 
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With  rapturous  wonder's  fweet  alarm,-^ 

With  fpeechlefs  joy  oppreft, 
The  trembling  Maon  reach'd  his  arm, — r 

And  funk  upon  my  breafl. r- 

Diflblv'd  in  the  applauding  tear 

That  heart  to  virtue  pays, 
The  wondering  melting  croud  appear. 

While  on  the  fcene  they  gaze. 

Low  at  the  feet  of  Gallia's  throne 

The  lovely  Aide  bow'd  ; 
Sweet  in  perfualive  charms  fhe  fhoil€, 

And  thus  her  fuit  avow'd  : 

"  Now,  now  a  boon,  my  royal  fire ! 

"  If  ever  I  was  dear, 
"  O  grant  me  now  one  fole  defire, 

"  One  fond  petition  hear. 

"  Let  now  the  flower  of  Gallia's  hofl 

"  Our  Maon's  arm  attend, 
"  And  fpeed  him  hence  to  Erin's  coaft, 

"  His  country  to  defend. 

"  To  tear  the  murderer  of  his  race 

"  From  his  infvxlted  throne, 
"  His  wrongs,  with  vengeance,  to  efface, 

"  And  blood  with  bkxjd  atone." 

3  A  2  Propitious 
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Propitious  to  the  warm  requeft 

Of  his  enchanting  child, 
Her  fuit  the  royal  Father  bleft, 

And  with  acceptance  fmil'd. 

Then  rifing,  on  the  Prince  fhe  turn'd 

Her  more  than  angel  face  ; 
Her  eye  with  heav'nly  radiance  burn'd. 

And  beam'd  benignant  grace. 

"  Now  go  ; — to  Erin's  happy  fhore 

"  Dired  thy  courfe,  (flie  cry'd) 
"  Peace  to  thy  native  land  reftore, 

*'  And  o'er  its  realms  prefide  ; 

"  And  tell  that  filler  of  my  foul, 

"  Thy  lov'd  Momonian  Maid, 
"  Like  her,  I  drain  to  Virtue's  goal, 

"  On  Glory's  wing  convey'd. 

"  Tell  her,  though  oceans  roll  between 

"  Our  flaores,  at  diftance  plac'd, 
"  Yet  is  {he  by  my  fpirit  feen, 

"  And  by  my  heart  embrac'd. 

*'  And  fay, — when  death  diflblves  our  frames ; — 

"  When  free  to  Other's  wing, 
"  And  borne  aloft  on  pureft  flames, 

"  Our  fouls  exulting  fpring : 

"  Rivals 
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"  Rivals  no  more,  we  then  fliall  meet ; 

"  In  air's  bright  chariots  move ; 
"  And  joyful  join  in  union  fvveet, 

"  And  everlafting  love. " 

Thus  while  fhe  fpoke,  tears  dimm'd  her  fight : 

Her  cheek  its  rofe  withdrew  ; 
And  quick  as  lightning's  radiant  flight, 

She  vaniili'd  from  our  view  : 

Maon,  pale,  mute,  o'erwhelm'd,  dillrefs'd. 

Had  funk  before  the  Maid, 
And,  to  the  fpot  her  feet  had  prefs'd. 

His  grateful  lips  he  laid. 

A  while  the  pitying  Monarch  gaz'd, 

And  dropt  a  tender  tear  ; 
Then  from  the  earth  the  youth  he  rais'd, 

His  drooping  foul  to  chear. — 

Now,  fnatch'd  from  every  trophied  wall, 

Bright  ftandards  float  in  air. 
And,  to  their  Champion's  glorious  call, 

The  Gallic  Chiefs  repair. 

Fate  wing'd,  along  the  rolling  wave, 

Their  fliips  exulting  flew  ; 
And  Erin  fbon  her  harbours  gave 

To  our  enraptur'd  view. 


Then 


(     3^^    ) 

Then  Retribution's  drcndful  hour 
Appall'd  the  gxiilty  breall !  ■ 

Stern  frown'd  the  terror-giving  power, 
In  blood  and  vengeance  dreft. 

As  when  fierce  Neith  "  mounts  his  car, 
With  dreadful  fplendours  bright ; 

And,  thundering  in  the  front  of  war, 
Sweeps  o'er  the  fields  of  fight ! 

Difmay'd  before  the  withering  God, 

The  routed  armies  fly  ; 
Death  in  his  arm,  fate  in  his  nod, 

And  battles  in  his  eye  ! 

So  his  bright  car  our  Maon  grac'd. 

In  martial  charms  array 'd  : 
So  his  young  arm,  by  vengeance  brac'd. 

Shook  high  its  deadly  blade  ! 

But  the  foft  mufe,  of  war  no  more 

Will  undelighted  tell ; 
She  loves  the  calm,  the  peaceful  Ihore, 

Where  jrentler  virtues  dv^rell. 


Hafte 
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Hafte  we  from  the  avenging  powers 

Of  Juftice  and  of  fate  ; 
Hafte  we  to  Fearmorka's  bowers, 

With  Love's  fond  hopes  elate. 

Ah  Moriat !  how  will  thy  foft  breaft 

The  mighty  joy  fuftain? 
Ah  gently,  raptiu-e !— fee,  oppreft 

She  fmks  upon  the  plain. 

She  fmks — but  Love's  extended  arms 

From  earth  her  beauties  raife ; 
And  Love's  foft  voice  awakes  her  charms, 

And  cordial  cheer  conveys. 

Speechlefs  awhile,  flie  looks,— fhe  fighs 

Uniitterable  joy  ; 
Nor  memory  yet  a  thought  fupplies 

The  tranfport  to  deftroy. 

At  length,  her  recolkaed  breaft 

Recalls  the  Gallic  Bride, 
When  fhuddering,  back  fhe  fhrinks  diftrefs'd,. 

Nor  feeks  her  foul  to  hide. 

"  Ah  Maon !  go !  (flie  trembling  cries,) 

"  Another  claims  thee  now : 
"  Go,  go  where  fame  with  love  allies 

*'  To  plight  thy  nobler  vow." 


»  No, 
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"  No,  my  foul's  trealure !  never  moyc 

"  From  thy  dear  arms  to  part ; 
"  Here  will  I  kneel,  and  here  adore 

"  With  "  devoted  heart. 

"     Ah,  could'lt  thou  think  with  empty  fame 

"  Thine  image  to  efface? — 
"  Or  bid  me,  with  another  flame, 

"  This  bofom  to  difgrace  ! 

"  Bright  Aide   would  with  fcorn  have  vicw'd 

"  The  wretch,  to  honor  dead ; 
"  And  fhame  and  hatred  had  purfu'd 

"  This  bafe  and  guilty  head. 

"  Come,  dearer  than  the  world's  renown ! 

"   (And  now,  at  length,  my  own  !") 
"  Come,  with  thy  virtues  gem  my  crown, 

"  And  confecrate  my  throne  !" 

How  fliall  the  Mufe  the  Tale  purfue  ? — 
What  words  her  flrain  fhall  fwell  ? — 

Or  paint  to  fympathy's  fond  view 
What  language  fails  to  tell  ? 

Think  all  that  Glory  can  beflow ! 

That  Virtue's  foul  imparts  ! 
Conceive  the  namelefs  joys  that  flow 

l-'rom  Love's  felcclcd  hearts. 


Conceive 
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Conceive  the  Patriot's  glowing  breaft 
Whom  grateful  nations  crown ! 

With  virtue,  love,  and  empire  bleft, 
And  honor's  clear  renown.— 


Here  let  me  end. — And  now,  O  Maid  ! 

Receive  the  Bard's  adieu  ;— 
Invoke  the  favouring  Mufe's  aid, 

And  ftill  thy  talk  purfue. 

'Twill  give  new  obje<5ls  to  thy  ken ; 

Of  care  thy  breaft  beguile  ; 
And,  on  the  labours  of  thy  pen 

Thy  country's  eye  will  fmile. 

I  came  thy  ardour  to  excite. — 
Once   more,  O  Maid  !  adieu.— 

He  fpoke,  and  loft  in  fplendid  light 
He  vanilh'd  from  my  view. 
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